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‘She played every man 
for a fool, but only another 
woman could see it’ 


NOBODY 
TO BLAME 
BUT MYSELF 


for the mess I’ve 
made of everything’ 

















RICH 1 LANOLIN ays 


Xu 
ONS aD CO « 


x - 
y eat 
tik 


Named “Orchid of All Hair Dressings” 


by One of America’s Leading Beauticians 








GLAMOUR IS THE ‘‘WORD’’ 
Yes, says a National Champion Hair Stylist, one word dc- 
ribes Long-Aid—glamourous. “There is only one reason why 
ymen come into my beauty salon... to become glamourous! 
And after years of working with every hair dressing you 
an buy, I finally found the one hair dressing that fills the 
Long-Aid. Long-Aid spells G-L-A-M-O-U-R in capital 
etters for every woman’s hair. 
I mean it. And I can prove it.” 


WHAT IS YOUR HAIR PROBLEM? 
Do you have dry, too curly hair... hair that simply will 
stay under control for you to dress and manage? Then, 
ten to this. Wonderful Long-Aid brings your curly, unruly 
ir under its magical control right away. Makes it look longer, 
fter, so easy for you to style and manage ... protects it 
gainst moisture, perspiration. 
Maybe you're plagued by that short, fine hair around the 
rehead, temples . . . the back of your neck. Stubborn little 
that kinks up, and just will not blend in with your coif- 
re. It's true—Long-Aid puts an end to that age-old problem. 
t once and you'll see. 
Then you'll never want to be without Long-Aid. Its results 
truly magnificent. 


TRY OTHER FAMOUS LONG-AID PRODUCTS 


a | 












Long (uid 
St hae LONG-AID SULPHUR 
$1.00 LONG-AID 
FLOWING HOT OIL 
$1.10 
LONG-AID 
SHAMPOO PLUS 
EGG CONCENTRATE 
79¢ LONG-AID 


ACTALAN SOAP 
It’s Medicated. 60c 


OR DO YOU HAVE... 

a scalp condition? Embarrassed by itching irritations ... 
loose, ugly dandruff? Then look no further. This “orchid” 
of hair dressings actually relieves dry, thirsty scalp. Relieves 
worrisome dandruff, those itching irritations. Really keeps 
your hair fresh, so clean smelling. 

I could go on and on singing Long-Aid’s praises. I know 
from personal experience that Long-Aid will give you the 
beautiful, lustrous . . . just naturally glamourous hair style 
you want. Quickly. Easily. Believe me. 

And never forget this one important fact: Long-Aid makes 
hair look longer! 


WHY AMERICA’S FINEST? 


Three very special ingredients! Nature’s own lanolin to help 
short, growing hair look wonderfully longer. New miracle K-7 
to kill certain scalp bacteria, relieve dandruff, itching. Amaz- 
ing deltyl prime to keep hair straight, protect it against 
moisture. 

A scientific blend of these and other fine ingredients make 
Long-Aid the amazing hair dressing it is. This secret formula 
cannot be touched by ordinary hair dressings. 


FREE HAIR CARE BOOKLET 

Don’t hesitate a minute! Order Long-Aid today . .. and be 
sure and ask for the new FREE Hair Care Booklet, “Orchids 
In Your Hair,’ now available from the Long-Aid Company. 
That’s Long-Aid, in the pretty pink jar—only $1 on absolute 
money back guarantee. Once you've tried Long-Aid you, too, 
will say “Orchids to Long-Aid.” 

It’s America’s finest hair dressing. 


-- MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW -----. 


Long-Aid Company, Dept. T-15A 

P. O. Box 2505, Memphis, Tenn. 
Please rush me the Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, 
check or money order enclosed. 


[] Send me FREE Hair Care = Long-Aid Shampoo Plus 
Booklet ‘Orchids in Your Egg Concentrate 79¢c (no 


Hair’? with my order. tax) 
[] Long-Aid with K-7 $1.19 [) Lons-Air Sulphur $1 (no 
(incl. tax.) tax) 


Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil 
[) Long-Aid with K-7 large $1.10 (incl. tax) 
economy size $3.30 (incl. (] Long-Aid Actalan Soap 60c 
tax) (no tax) 


(No C.O.D.’s outside continental U.S. No order shipped less 
than $1.00. IMPORTANT! You save C.0O.D. and postage 
charges by sending full amount with order. Orders $5 or 
over at least 1, deposit required.) 


NAME 





ADDRESS 





CITY. STATE 
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A proven plan for financial independence 
and a better way of life from Lucky Heart! 





Learn how easy it is to make *50 to 560 regularly in spare hours 
when you show, demonstrate and sell Lucky Heart Cosmetics! 





spare 
$50 to $60 regular income. Folks welcome you 
everywhere because a bring the newest and 
latest in popular priced, quality cosmetics. 


yeu do i 
paw ew ty 
y sell on sight! 





te and sell 


Let us show you how easy it is to have the 
money you need to give you financial inde- 
pendence all year around. If you will fill in and 
mail the coupon below, we will send you com- 
plete information on how you can make im- 
portant extra money as a successful Lucky 
Heart Representative. 


There are many folks just like you in the 
family of Lucky Heart Representatives. Like 
you, they had no experience in this glamorous 
business of cosmetics. They make extra money 
for themselves in their spare time following the 
proven Lucky Heart plan. They make big 
money because they show, demonstrate and sell 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics to people they already 
know and like. 


Nationally advertised Lucky Heart Cosmetics 
are not sold in stores— but only through Repre- 
sentatives such as you will be. They sell the 
year round, and are fully guaranteed. Repeat 
orders are automatic because people use them 
up and want more. That’s why you begin to 
build a regular cash income from the very 
first day. 


Hundreds of letters tell us how pleased Lucky 
Heart Representatives are with making thou- 







sands of dollars; how they buy new homes, cars, 
furniture and appliances; how this money buys 
education for their children, vacations for their 
families. Think what you can do with extra 
money like that. Think what it will mean to 
you and your family. Make up your mind now 
to get started on the path to financial inde- 
pendence. Fill in and mail coupon below right 
now. Write today! 


Lot ft 


Dept. 21, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


FREE! Display Case Offer! 
Lucky Heart Representatives receive 
handsome, Cosmetic 


Lucky Heart Cosmetics 
Dept. 2L, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Yes, | am interested in your proven plan for financial inde- 
pendence. Please rush me full details and FREE Display Case Offer! 


Nome. 





Address. 





City 














SPECIAL OFF ER! 


“TINYKIT™ 


Douche hit 


for just 50¢ 
and front panel 
of “Lysol” carton! 


‘*Tinykit’’ is really tiny!—You 
can hide it away in your drawer 
or your traveling bag! 

It contains a latex douche bag 
with a scientifically designed 
nozzle — exactly as approved 
by doctors for douching. Plus a 
waterproof case. 

It’s yours — from “Lysol” — 
for just 50¢ and the front panel 
of a “Lysol” carton. 

Send for “Tinykit”! Use cou- 
pon below. Limited time only. 
Use “Lysol” regularly in your 
douche. Don’t fool yourself with 
vinegar. 

Vinegar can’t do the job the 
way that “Lysol” does. 
**Lysol’’ kills odor-causing 
bacteria on contact. Keeps you 
sweet and clean inside! And, 
it’s mild! Can’t hurt you. Buy it 
today. 


BRAND OISINFECTANT 





A Lehn & Fink Product 








ze inykit,”” P.O. Box 188, Akron 8, Ohio. i 
i Ple send me “Tinykit” in plain wrapper; | 
' enclosed is 50¢ and front panel of “Lysol” 
ca Dept. 1350 ! 
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“EDITOR 


Two Sides? 

I have just read, “What A Fool I Was,” in 
your September TAN. It looks like Mrs. Junior 
Gilliam is trying to get her husband back 
through TAN. If she had stopped to think 
in the first place she would still have her hus- 
band. I would like to read what he thinks 
about the whole thing. 

O. T. Hannon 


Los Angeles, Calif. 


Southern Exposure 

I think “Love Across The Color Line” is a 

See story. It should be a big help to the 

th. You should print more stories about 

interracial marriages and interracial families. 
Keep the good work up. 

Claudette Sanford 

Chattanooga, Tenn. 


Tan Cupid 

I know you would be interested to learn 
that through your Pen Pal column an inter- 
national romance has flourished and the mar- 
riage of Catherine J. Matthews of Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania and Walrick G. Christie of Kings- 
ton, Jamaica took place in Kingston, Jamaica, 
September 3, 1958. 

Mr. Christie has been Jamaica’s champion 
track star for the past three years. He is also 
employed by the Jamaican government. Wal- 
rick and I had never seen each other. We both 
belong to the same denomination, The Church 
of God in Christ; therefore, we have much in 
common. We plan to come back to Pittsburgh 
to have our marriage vows repeated. We also 
hope to live in the United States. I am em- 
ployed by the Department of Navy, Inspector 
of Naval Materiels, Pittsburgh. We started to 
correspond while I was in Washington, D. C. 

I wish to thank you for your column. I am 
a junior missionary and every month I take 
several names from your column and write to 
them about salvation. That’s how I met Wal- 


rick. 
Catherine J. Matthews 
McKees Rocks, Pa. 


Tan Fans 

I have been reading your wonderful maga- 
zine for a very long time, and enjoy it very 
much, I have never written you before, but 
decided that I would give it a try. 

I especially liked the stories in the August 
issue, “The Skeleton In My Family Closet,” 
and “Afraid To Love.” Keep the good stories 
coming. 

Frances A. Jordan 
Georgetown, S. Carolina 


I have been reading TAN Magazine for a 
very long time now, and enjoy every issue. Most 
all of the stories help me in some way, learn- 
ing how other people have solved their prob- 
lems. 

I also like your feature departments and 
special articles. Let’s have more of those. 

Margaret Nelson 
Jamaica, New York 








REMOVE THAT MASK of dull, dark skin 
and give romance a chance! 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
NaDINoLA! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, so fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 

Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NaDINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
NADINOLA Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 


Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is non- 
oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75¢ and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oits to relieve 
dryness. 75¢ and $1.25 








I am a man in my early thirties, 5’ 7” tall, 
158 lbs., brown complexion, curly hair. I am 


president of a company. Hobbies are swim- 
ming, fishing and music. I would like to corre- 
spond with professional ladies between the ages 
of 24 and 30 years of age. Will exchange 


photos 
Earl Brown 
P. O. Box 5323 
Powderhorn Station 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


[ am a new reader of TAN magazine. I 
think it is just great and I hope to subscribe 


soon. I am 19 years old and in the Air Force. 
My complexion is medium brown. My hobbies 
are sports, dancing and listening to music of 
all kinds. I am 5’ 8” tall, weigh 145 lbs. I 
would like to correspond with girls between 
the ages of 17 and 22. I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 
A/3C Mack E. Mayfield 
93rd A.R.S. 
Castle A.F.B. 
Merced, Calif. 
I would sincerely thank you if you would 
please be so kind as to publish my name in 
your Pen Pal section. I am a colored girl 19 
years old, 5’ 2” and weigh 118 lbs. I would 
like to correspond with young men and women 
between the ages of 20 and 30. My hobbies 
are reading, cooking and collecting pictures. 
My interests are movies and I am also a 


of American and Foreign foods. I 
answer all letters and will exchange 


collec tor 

promise to 
photos 

Esther Mae Singletary 

Ford Street 

Rochester 8, N. Y. 


[ would like very much for you to publish 


this letter in your Pen Pal section. I am Negro 
with a tan complexion. I am 21 years of age, 
6’ 1”, weigh 175 lbs., and a bachelor. I am a 
lonely airman stationed on a lonely island in 


the Pacific Ocean. I like progressive jazz, 
dancing, swimming and all other sports and 
also writing letters and I am very interested 
in exchanging photos. I would like to hear 
from girls 17 to 22. All letters will be an- 


swered | romptly. 
A/2C Ralph James 
AF 14583367 
670th AC & WRON (ADC) 
San Clemente Island, A.F.S. 
Long Beach 2, Calif. 


[ enjoy reading TAN magazine and find the 
stories very exciting. I make an exception for 
“Betrayed By My Husband” and “Trapped In 
A White World.” I am West Indian, living in 


England and would be grateful if you would 
please print my name in your Pen Pal column. 
[ would like to correspond with other Pen Pals. 


[ am 5’ 5”, weigh 145 and 26 years old. My 
hobbies are football, dancing, weight lifting 
and cycling. All writers are welcome and I 
will gladly reply. 


Daniel A. Frank 
68 Longridge Road 
Earl’s Court 
London S. W. 5 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I would appreciate it very much having my 
name published in the Pen Pal section. I am 
interested in corresponding with young men 
between the ages of 18 and 23 (preferably 
Negroes). I am 17, 5’ 5”, with measurements 
38— My hobbies are dancing and 
writing. I like rock and roll music. Will an- 
swer all letters and exchange photos. 

illia Lee Harvey 
235 New Street 


Johnstown, Penna. 


I have been a regular reader of TAN for 
the past two years and find them very inter- 
esting. I would be very grateful if you could 
find space in your Pen Pal column for me. I 
am 23, stand 6 feet tall, weigh 150 lbs., with 
black hair and hazel eyes. I would like to 
hear from single girls between the ages of 18 
and 24, who are interested in settling down. 
I will answer all who write to me, regardless 
of race or color. So come on girls, fill a lonely 
guy’s mailbox, please. 

Leroy S. Parchment 
16B Portland Rd. 
Kingston 2 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I enjoy reading TAN magazine very much, 
and I especially enjoyed the story “Betrayed 
By Husband” in your June issue. I would like 
to become a member of your Pen Pal Club. 
I am 20 years old, 5’ 3”, brown complexion and 
would like to hear from Negro men between 
the ages of 23 and 30. I will answer all let- 
ters and exchange photos if necessary. I have 
been married and have three children. 

Gertrude Traylor 
5356 East 20th St. 
Tucson, Ariz. 


Will you please print this letter in your next 
issue of TAN. I am a very lonely guy and 
would like very much to become a Pen Pal 
member and correspond with girls and boys 
between the ages of 17 and 22, regardless of 
race. I am 16, 5’ 7”, brownskinned with dark 
brown eyes and black hair. My hobbies are 
reading and dancing. I will gladly exchange 
photos and answer all letters. 

Joe Louis Tillman 
Route 2, Box 62-B 
Tuskegee, Alabama 


I would be grateful for your kindness if you 
would please print my letter in your Pen Pal 
column. I am a former Air Force aerial pho- 
tographer, 28 years old, 5’ 7” and weigh 155 
Ibs. I have recently completed a course in 
engineering technology, but my work on the 
second shift as an electronics technician keeps 
me out of social contact. | presently find little 
opportunity to make female friendships. I 
would like to hear from single young ladies 
under 28, and perhaps somehow a nice per- 
sonal friendship could be made. My hobbies 
include Hi-Fi record collecting, photography, 
amateur (ham) radio, boating and fishing. 

James Williams 
1335-B W. Lloyd Street 
Milwaukee 5, Wis. 





I hope you can help me out with your Pen 
Pal correspondence. I am a very lonely person 
and would like to correspond with lonely 
service men who do not have anyone to write 
to. I am 19, 5’ 8”, weigh 150 lbs., have black 
hair and dark brown eyes. I like dancing, rock 
and roll music, basketball and swimming. I 
have been reading TAN for a long time and 
really enjoy it. I will exchange photos and 
answer all letters. 

Jacqueline (Jackie) Reddick 
Jefferson Avenue 
Brooklyn 16, N. Y. 


I am looking for Pen Pals from all over the 
world, but mainly from the U.S.A., Africa, 
Hawaii, Bermuda and the Philippines. I am 
22 and single, 5’ 8”, 160 lbs., dark brown com- 
plexion, black hair. I take part in sports, like 
running, boxing, swimming and _ basketball, 
and also enjoy singing and dancing. I should 
like to exchange letters and views with young 
ladies about my age, who are single. 

H. A. Louz 

95, Drambrandersgracht 
Paramaribo 

Surinam 


I am an ardent reader of TAN and would 
sincerely like to be included in your Pen Pal 
column. I would like to correspond with males 
and females from the United States and the 
world over. I am an Indian, 22 years old, 
5’ 4”, weigh 120 lbs., with brown eyes, black 
hair and fair complexion. My hobbies are read- 
ing, sightseeing. I am interested in correspond- 
ing with people between the ages of 20-50 
years, regardless of race. I will exchange 
photos and will answer all letters. I am very 
lonesome at this age, and will enjoy exchang- 
ing views with young people. 

Enic J. Thompson 

194 Spanish Town Road 
Hagley Park, P. O. Kingston 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I hope you will find it possible to print this 
request in your Pen Pal column. I would like 
to correspond with girls of my age. I am 38, 
weigh 202 lbs., and 6 feet tall. I like outdoor 
sports and music. I have only been here a 
short time and with my studies, I do not have 
time to go out and find friends, but will have 
time to answer letters. Hoping to hear from 
Pen Pal soon. 

S/Sgt. Percy H. Scroggins 
AF 6959115—3435 Sturon 
Box 7046 

Lowry AFB, Colo. 


I like TAN Magazine very much and am in- 
terested in becoming a member of your Pen 
Pal Club. I am 27 years old and would like 
to correspond with young ladies between the 
ages of 20 and 30. I am a stamp collector and 
am especially interested in reading, dancing, 
and music. I hope that you will please find 
space to print my letter as I am very lonely 
and will answer all letters and exchange photos 
if necessary. 

Francois Augustin 
82 Lordship Park 
London N 16, England 
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By Eve Lynne 


R EVE: 

I have been in love with a man for 
the past six years. He has married, and 
he and his wife have separated. He says 
he loves me, but he goes with another 
girl, and sees me only about twice a 
month. Still, he tells me he loves me the 
best. 

What should I do, let him go, or 
what? 

Edna 
Dear Edna: 

There’s an old saying that people from 
Missouri use: “Show me,” and I would 
advise you to suggest this to lover boy. 
Any man who marries, divorces and 
starts dating another girl all in the same 
period that he is courting you is taking 
advantage of your good nature. Tell this 
double-dealing Don Juan to either put 
up or shut up—a marriage license, that 
is. 


Dear Eve: 

My boy friend and IJ are truly in love. 
I am 15 and he is 19. We want to get 
married, but I think that I am too young. 
He says that we can get married, and | 
can continue in school. But my sister 
disagrees. I am afraid to tell my aunt. 
My sister says she made a mistake once, 
and she didn’t want me to make the same 
one. 

What must I do? Write soon and let 
me know. 

M.L.M. 

Dear M.L.M.: 

Your sister is absolutely right. At 15 
you can’t know much about men and at 
19 he can’t know much about supporting 





a family. Finish school and in the mean- 
time take a good look at all those other 
wonderful-looking fish in the sea. Then, 
if you’re still sure this boy is the one and 
only for you and he has a good job with 
prospects and knows what he wants to 
do with his future, there will be plenty 
of time for marriage. 


Dear Eve: 

I have quite a problem. I am a very 
nice looking girl, 19 years old, and I 
prefer men about 21 to 35, but there are 
not any here who are not married. I am 
a very nice girl. I love to travel, and I 
also can sing, but I would like to get 
married and rear a family. 

Where do you think I should go to 
find this kind of man? 

Miss Problems 
Dear Miss Problems: 

I can’t pinpoint just the right fellow 
for you on the map, but since you love to 
travel and all the men in your town are 
married, your best bet is to hit the road. 


Dear Eve: 

There is a girl who has been follow- 
ing me as long as I can remember. I 
never loved her, but she loves me, and 
I have been trying to like her, but every- 
thing we do ends up in a fight. 

Will you please advise me what to do 
with her? 

J. Hayes 
Dear J.: 

Some things were just not meant to be. 
Nevertheless, some might interpret your 
fights as a sure sign of love. But if you 
really don’t love the girl, try letting her 
know it the best way possible: by going 
out with another. If you beam it loud 
and clear, she should get the message. 


Dear Eve: 

I am in love with a girl. Our love may 
seem crazy—when I first met her, I didn’t 
love her at all, but she loved me. Now, 
it has turned the other way. I am in love 
with her, but she doesn’t love me any 
more. 

Please give me some advice on what 
to do. Must I forget her or try to make 
her love me again? 

P.M. 
Dear P.M.: 

The first thing | would suggest you do 
is write a song called “See-Saw Love” 
and cash in on the rock ’n’ roll craze. 
Meanwhile, try a little self-appraisal. 
Was there anything different about you 
when the girl loved you? Think it over 
and keep trying. 





Got a cold 
at your house? 





Your family needs 


Scott's Emulsion 


..cthe cod liver oil tonic 


Helps get rid of the.colds 
they have —builds 
them up against new ones 


Now, you and your children can get 
those same cod liver oil benefits your 
mother put such faith in, without the 
old cod liver oil taste. 

New Scott’s Emulsion is rich in cod 
liver oil, one of the finest sources of 
natural A and D vitamins. You need 
these vitamins and the other ingredients 
in Scott’s Emulsion to fight off the cold 
you have now—and to help protect you 
from catching new ones. And Scott’s 
Emulsion is homogenized, so its full 
benefits start to work right away. 

Winterize your body 
against colds. Get 
Scott’s Emulsion, 
with calcium, at 
your drug counter © 
today. : 










How To Tell What Your Husband 
Really Thinks Of You 


rital relationships, as in almost everything else in 
ll that glitters is not gold, and it’s up to a wife to 
find the trouble spots before they begin to tarnish 


EW WIVES ever know what their husbands really think of them until 
et into a hot argument following a cold dinner or he comes stumbling 
-droom—half high—after a night out with the boys—or somebody. Then, 
) a corner on their own glaring faults, the average “old man” is forced 
ate his candid opinions about the little lady. Resentment and hurt feelings 
y other sensitive areas) sometimes result and soon a once blissfully wedded 
ho had learned to conceal their true feelings) are on their way to the 
yurts because they decided to tell it all. 
uld be avoided if more couples were convinced to share their honest 
f each other in frank open discussions—before the family argument. Of 
se brief tete-a-tetes may always lead to royal domestic brawls later— 
or wife can’t take criticism—a reliable sign that he or she shouldn’t be 
ife. And if you’re truly seeking constructive companionship instead of 
ery, you won’t go feeling out sentiment about yourself while wrapped 
mate’s arms. His views are subject to be one-sided at the time. 
st way to determine what your husband really thinks of you is to consult 
riend, your mother-in-law, a psychiatrist and the “mirror on the wall” 
White’s step-mother used. But, the easiest method is to conduct a type 
lysis which has benefited successful wives like Maria (Nat King) Cole, 
(Buddy Bowser) Harris, Marghurerite (Willie) Mays, and Rachel 
Robinson. 
rerite’s encouragement and morale boosting began for Willie before their 
that the outfield slugging star has been breaking more records instead 
round since their marriage. Says Mrs. Mays: “You have to love a man 
public figure. You really have to love him and look out for him. The 
- girl who has been married twice—adds: “I married Willie because he 
man | ever loved . . . as far as I am concerned it is my only marriage.” 
tobinson, who became a volatile fireball on the ball diamond, is loved and 
| by his wife because he has such “an even temper at home.” Jackie 
his relaxed attitude at home to Mrs. Robinson’s patience and under- 
hrough his long suffering “trial” period as the first Negro in baseball. 
ol teacher Sara Lou Harris learned what her husband, Buddy Bowser, 
1er by the fact that he has given up his career as a comedian to promote 
inger-model. They are now considered the happiest couple in show 
and the best adjusted. 





A glamorous helpmate or an 
inexpensive servant girl, how 
does your man see you? 





ES so easy to have 


LI Ut AGH on GRIM 





Just use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark, drab skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 

Black and White Bleaching Cream’s 
action works inside your skin. Modern 
science knows no faster way of lighten- 
ing skin. Buy it today! 








Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = AND WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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What type wife are you? The Glamour Girl, the Clinging 


Vine, the Suffering Susan? Test yourself, you may be amazed 


On the other side of the picture, Maria 
Cole recently marked her 10th anniver- 
sary with Nat after she dropped her song 
and dance career to serve as a domestic- 
minded helpmate. By her constant trav- 
els with her husband, her attention to 
their daughter and her community inter- 
ests, Maria fits any man’s opinion of an 
ideal wife. 

All spouses, marriage experts have 
duly found, have a tendency to cate- 
gorize their wives like they do every- 
thing else. Among the more unpopular 
classifications are the Clinging Vines: 
They are the clever home managers who 
live contentedly in reflected glory and 
love children. However, as a Clinging 
Vine you must be dominated with a cave 
man technique. The Glamour Girl is 
considered the most desirable and dan- 
gerous type of wife. She loves luxury 
and attention and is willing to marry a 
poor fellow if she can help make him 
rich. To make certain though, glamour 
pusses usually get their man halfway rich 
or well on his way. The world is full of 
clever beauties chasing or pushing their 
husbands up the ladder of fame and 
fortune. 

Then there is the intellectual Career 
Girl who is the dominating partner in 
any union. To her, marriage is a con- 
venience and a husband is a sort of 
prince consort to escort her to dinner 
and meetings and pick her up after 
classes (she is always going to school). 
In addition to these questionable types, 
there are a few more wife categories, 
which experts say can drive men away 
from home to drink—or just drive them 
away period. 

The Suffering Susan is such a type. 
She must punish herself so she picks for 
a husband, a man who will cause her so 
much trouble, she will be satisfied. This 
could be you and think how happy you 
might be. Next, is Controlling Cather- 
ine. This gal really hates men—all 
men. She hates them because they are 
so necessary. She takes a job to support 
the family and control the purse strings 
with an iron hand to show her superior- 
ity. Wavering Winnie is the most 
common type listed among unstable mar- 
riages. She appears quite capable when 
conditions are favorable. A good house- 
keeper and affectionate mother, she keeps 


the family going at an even keel when 
things are going smooth. But, Winnie 
is only interested in security, and at the 
first sign of domestic hardships her mar- 
riage starts foundering on the sea of 
matrimony. 

You can judge if you belong in any 
of these categories by asking yourself the 
following questions. 

1. Do you live within your husband’s 
income? 

2. If you have a job, do you con- 
tribute some of your earnings to joint 
expense ? 

3. Are you inclined to forego some 
things for yourself (such as an expen- 
sive fur coat) so you can both share a 
vacation or a TV set. 

4. If he needs to aid his family finan- 
cially, do you help in the emergency by 
working or economizing? 

5. Do you know his ambition for the 
future and are you helping him realize 
it? 

Money is the root of all evil in most 
marriages. According to Dr. Emily 
Hartshorne, president of the American 
Assoc. of Marriage Counselors, too many 
working wives think “what I make is 
mine, what my husband makes is ours.” 
The extra funds brought in by a working 
wife are not of full value unless they also 
bring a sense of the shared effort of 
getting things for “us” rather than for 
“me.” 

One of the most important things a 
wife can do, says Dr. Hartshorne, is to 
encourage a man in his ambition. This 
is not always easy. It may mean leaving 
a hometown where you are happy. It 
may mean living on a small income while 
he prepares himself through study for 
another job. Helping man prepare for 
self realization should be part of your 
job as a joint adventurer. 

Don’t forget you must always be a 
good friend to your husband—share his 
plans about his work, be on good terms 
with his associates—be proud of him. A 
husband also thinks well of a wife who 
is considerate and loyal. Ask yourself 
further: Do you belittle your husband 
by teasing him? Do you argue with him 
in public. Do you keep secrets from 
him? Do you listen to criticism of him 
without defending him? A helpmate can 
build or destroy (Continued on Page 63) 
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STAN Movie Previews 





The Defiant Ones 

A black man and a white man, chained together in body and purpose, yet hating 
each other’s guts, fight the elements and one another to a crackerjack finish in 
Stanley Kramer’s brilliant new film, The Defiant Ones, released by United Artists. 

The story of a pair of convicts, given an unexpected chance at freedom in a prison 
truck accident in the South, is played by young actors Sidney Poitier and Tony 
Curtis as if they each had one eye on the script and the other eye on this year’s 
Academy Award nominations. 

Through river rapids, swamps, a water-filled clay pit and an attempted lynching, 
Poitier and Curtis flee—bound together with a 29-inch chain of steel and chased by 
hound dogs and a rock ’n’ rollin’ posse headed by a humane sheriff and a blood- 
thirsty state trooper. 

Even in quiet moments of understand- 
ing and personal philosophizing, each 
man continues to dislike the other, sim- 
ply for the color of his skin until, in the 
end when the chain that binds them dis- 
appears, they find that color has disap- 
peared, too, and they are at last held 
together by an even stronger chain of 
brotherhood. 

Further enhancing the fine script and 
excellent acting is sparkling, earthy dia- 
logue, sharp photography and tight di- 
rection. And, in his attempt to keep Curtis, Poitier . . . chained fury. 
from making the movie a maudlin mess of message, Kramer has indeed made The 


Defiant Ones Hollywood’s best message film ever. 


Cat On A Hot Tin Roof 

The striking beauty of Elizabeth Taylor, the moody, intense dramatic skill of 
Paul Newman and the force and ferocity of Burl Ives make Tennessee Williams’ Cat 
On A Hot Tin Roof perhaps the guttiest, meatiest picture to come out of Hollywood 
in decades. 

In a typical Williamsesque setting, a big, old plantation in the Deep South, Ives, 
as Big Daddy, a cancer-stricken patriarch who has traveled wide and lived hard, tries 
to keep his feuding family together so that his $10 million fortune will be safe 
when he dies. 

Miss Taylor, as Ives’ daughter-in-law 
Maggie, delivers a top-notch perform- 
ance which is warm and touching, tragic 
and perceptive. It is around her faltering 
marriage to Big Daddy’s favorite son, 
Brick, portrayed by Newman, that Wil- 
liams’ taut drama revolves. Unable to 
love his wife because he blames her for 
the death of his closest friend, Brick 
turns to drink and debauchery. Maggie 
is left to grope in her conscience for a 
way to get through to her husband and 
lavish on him all the passion that a lovely 


young woman possesses. 





Taylor, Newman . . . shocking impact. 
The film (by Avon Products and released through MGM) is the first Williams 
drama to be projected on any screen in brilliant Metrocolor, and it is a rare treat 
with shocking impact. The film has lost little—if any—of its hard-hitting Broadway 
stage flavor. It is moving, entertaining and completely believable. | 
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PILLOW CASES 





A cute gift and a gag! You'll be the 
life of the party when you show up 
with these talking pillow cases. One 
side of each pillow case says “Yes” 
and the other side “No”. Silk screened 
in red on fine white combed cotton. 
Excellent for Bridal Showers, Anni- 
versary gifts, Stag parties...and don’t 
forget yourself! 9 each, as per 
Post paid. pair 
Also available in white satin at $3.50 
each, $6.00 per pair. 
SEND CHECK 
OR MONEY ORDER 


HOUSE OF LEE DOR 


DEPT. €-1l 





P. O. BOX 366 
GRANITE CITY, ILLINOIS 


IN PERSONAL PLASTIC CASE FOR BOTH 
MEN AND wom 











MANCATCHER (Brand) PERFUME 
ONLY $2.98 - 


Try a few drops of MAN- 
CATCHER—a little behind’ 


Place. It may give you, too, 
that wonderful feeling all over. 
This potent powerful, exotic 





to be without it. 

It’s irresistible! Men love girls who are feminine. Men 
are more often drawn by a Ye ‘= per- 
fume that makes you seem rr 
they will want to be around you. Se order MANCATCHER 
NOW! When postman delivers this amazing brand of per- 
fume, deposit only $2.98 plus C.O.D. handling charges 
(3 for $7.00). FREE FOR PROMPT ACTION—Bottle 
of Chinese Brand Floor Wash (Green) makes the home 
smell sweet and pleasant—chases away foul, evil smelling 
odors in the house. ORDER NOW!! 


PERFUME PRODUCTS CO. 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Ill. Dept. 503 
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I had done my best to rear 


my daughter in the path of 


righteousness, yet she be- 
trayed me with her secret 
shame. Who was to blame? 


Surely not I 
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T WAS A BRIGHT, ORANGE-COLORED SUNDAY MORNING as we walked home from church, 

breathing in the clean, honeysuckle-scented August air. And Reverend Hawkins had delivered a 
fine sermon, too; just the sort of thing my seventeen-year-old daughter, Mary Ann, needed to listen to. 
“Honor thy father and thy mother,” Reverend Hawkins had intoned in the words of the Apostle 
Paul, “that thy days may be long.” 

I was thinking that it was a shame that every boy and girl in town hadn’t been in church that 


morning to hear the message. That was the trouble with today’s generation: they had no respect for 
their parents. All they believed in was having a good time, dancing and driving around in fast cars 
and necking in drive-ins and smoking and drinking at wild parties until all hours. 

Well, my Mary Ann wasn’t going to be one of them, I was making sure of that. Oh, it hadn’t been 
easy, even for a heavy-handed father like me. She had a wild streak in her from some place. At 
twelve she wanted to wear lipstick and hose and high heels. And at fifteen she wanted to date boys 
and go to parties that didn’t start until nine o’clock at night. 

But I hadn’t let her do one bit of it, no siree bob. I was plenty firm, just like I had been the last 
six months when somehow behind my back she had started running around with that no-good Harris 
boy up the street. I had found out about their going off to the picture shows together on a Sunday 
afternoon—the Sabbath yet—and lollagagging around in drug stores and the Lord knew where 
else on the way home from school during the week. But a good tongue-lashing had put a stop to that. 




















DRUNKENNESS 


BO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, —- 
ness. Break the Drinking Ck 
QUICKLY ...INEXPENSIVE 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
b | ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,”” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
OG nage of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ng cycle and causes many to turn 
trom r. May be takes in SECRET. A few. drops of 
this w i - ar COREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. G RANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
tr nt is reson by Medical Authority. 
Al EM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
ed not cause excessive time out from work or 
duties. One happy ALCOREM user wriege: 
PLI E SEND ME et WONDERFUL 
al )REM AT ONCE FOR FRIEN ND WHO ISA 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUCHT FROM YOU BE 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
| help we sen 
FRE E! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Formula capeutce to help nervous and digestive 
sys s. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
j aker to le. weight. 
Do NOT DELAY e onoee . ALCORER NOW 
FACTION OR MO K. We rush 
é M, PINKIES, Woche i &,- in ny wrapper. 
Pa . $°.¥5 plus C.O.D. and postage To SAVE 
0c in C.O.D. and po:tade, send $7.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS « DEPT. B-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. © CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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We sell genuine perfumes honestly described. 
Our patroms know that any belief in the presence 
olent influences in a perfume is absurd. 


Do YOU want 
the Real MONEY PERFUME? 


Do YOU want a perfume that 
smelis like MONEY? Looks like 
MONEY? And reminds YOU of 
MONEY every time YOU use it? 


d RICH scent. A 
friend told me, ‘*‘When I want per- 
fume that is PLENTY SURE to 
please I use your LUCY MONEY 
Perfume because it GIVES me the 
aT ay cae scent that men like 
best.'' If YOU would like a 10 day 

trial of LUCY MONEY Perfume, send me your name 
address. When the postman delivers it with com- 
tions, deposit $3 (2 big bottles for $5) plus 
postage d handling on my HONEST GUARANTEE: 
Use Your LUCY MONEY Perfume for 10 days and if 
uu are »9t satisfied, I'll send your $3 right back. 
Only Real LUCY MONEY Perfume can bring HIGH 
PRAISE for Your GOOD SELECTION. Send NOW to 


LUCY PERFUMES, Dept. V-152, LYNBROOK, N. Y. 


DO YOU want this GENUINE 
MIRACULOUS 


MEDAL? 


Do YOU want to be HAPPY? Are 
YOU afraid that tomorrow will 
bring you more misery and trou- 
ble? Do YOU want HELP? Our 
BLESSED 
GIVE YOU HELP 
Graces if YOU wear Her MIRAC 
ULOUS MEDAL. Have "taith and 
medal... the very same MIRACULOU: 

1at more than a million people are Sates 

f you want a 10-day trial of this genuine 

"ULOUS MEDAL, just send me your name and 

When the postman ora your genuine MI- 
MEDA AY FOR MORE, deposi’ 






















HEAR r and use the INFORMATION in Pray for More 
st 10 days. And if YOU are not SURE that YOUR 
FAITH in HER has helped YOU, I'll return your $2. 
Send NOW for YOUR genuine MIRACULOUS MEDAL to 


MASTER, Dept. 52-V, Lynbrook, N. Y. 








Sex Appeal so powerf 
good men «hile good irks go OLD A 
HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 

contains the very essence Ey — 
great Love and Marriage Expert has rr to thousands 
o win 


i 
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reduced to a simple set 


or 


promptly and no questions ask 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-V, New York 16 
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‘How did it happen?’ I moaned, raising my eyes upward, 


looking for an answer from heaven. ‘I did my best, 


Lord. I forbade her to see him. I threatened, I scolded’ 


I made Mary Ann stay at home except 
for church and school for a whole month 
and wouldn’t let her have any telephone 
calls. And I promised to beat that Bobby 
Harris within an inch of his life if I 
caught him hanging around my daughter 
again. I wasn’t rearing any wild girl for 
some juvenile delinquent to ruin. 

And I knew all about that Harris boy’s 
escapades. His father let him have the 
family car and he had nearly wrecked it 
twice, once trying to outrun the police 
when they caught him speeding. And the 
afternoon I found him with Mary Ann 
he had beer on his breath. Insolent 
young pup! 

My good wife, Martha, bless her soul, 
hadn’t agreed with what I’d done. 
“You’re too harsh on the child, Will,” 
she had scolded. “After all, Mary Ann 
is growing into a young woman, and you 
could talk to her about these things. If 
you didn’t like Bobby Harris you could 
have told her so without embarrassing 
her in front of the boy, or not letting her 
have any phone calls so all her friends 
know she’s being punished for some- 
thing.” 

“That’s the trouble now, Martha,” | 
told her. “Kids run wild and parents 
don’t say anything to them for fear 
of hurting their feelings. They let 
young’uns do as they please, rearing 
them democratically, they call it. Well, 
I call it a sin and a shame and not facing 
their responsibilities, that’s what I call 
—" 

And I had been right, too. I hadn’t 
had any more trouble out of Mary Ann 
since then. Oh, I guess she called herself 
sulking for a while, speaking only when 
she was spoken to. But maybe it was 
better that way, like when I was a boy 
and learned that children should be seen 
and not heard. 

Now, as we turned off the sidewalk to 
our house, I looked at Mary Ann to see 
if maybe I could tell from her face 
whether the sermon had soaked in or not. 
But her face was an absolute blank, as if 
her mind was a million miles away, and 
her eyes looked a little sad. 


Still mooning over that Harris boy, | 
fumed to myself as I turned the key in 
the door. And then, to put her mind on 
righteousness, I said lightly: “That was 
a fine sermon the Reverend preached this 
morning, wasn’t it?” 


“Yes, mighty fine,” Martha said 
quietly. 

“Don’t you think so, too, Mary Ann?” 
I prodded. 


“Yes, father,” she answered in a voice 
as quiet as her mother’s, then she went 
up the stairs to her room without looking 
at me. 





I grunted, wondering if 1 shouldn’t 
have made her stay and talk about it. 

“Will, come on into the living room, | 
have something to say to you,” Martha 
said as | put my hat in the hall closet. 

“Let me get out of this hot coat and 
find a cool drink of water first,” I told 
her. 

“Now, Will,” Martha said in a tone 
so firm I stopped and looked up at her. 
She had a determined kind of look on 
her face that I couldn’t remember ever 
seeing before. I followed her into the 
living room. 

“Now what’s this all about, Martha?” 
I demanded. 

“Sit down, Will,” she said. 

“Martha, if you’ve got something on 
your mind, you just come right out and 
say it and don’t go ordering me around 
like—” 

“Sit down, Will,” she said again, and 
this time her voice was very firm. I sat 
down mostly from shock. She had never 
talked to me this way before. 

“Will, you’re a religious man, a God- 
fearing man, (Continued on Page 60) 
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Prestige Records has compiled an LP album of popular sides done by 
King Pleasure, who once created quite a sensation when he put words to ad-lib 
instrumental solos previously recorded by such jazz greats as Charlie Parker, 
Wardell Gray and James Moody. However, his biggest hit, Moody’s Mood For 
Love, won’t be included in the album since performance of the King Pleasure version 
has been banned forever by the composers of the original tune, /’m In The Mood 
For Love. They found his lyrics most objectionable. 

Little Willie John, who hit the jackpot via a little number called ‘Fever’, 
isn’t a bit upset about the finger-snapping version by Peggy Lee that’s become as 
hot as his own version two years ago. Reason: he had a hand in writing the song, 
so the more Peggy sells, the more loot for Willie. 





Margaret Tynes Mahalia Jackson 


Black and Brown and Beige is the title of a “tone parallel to the history 
of the Negro in America” written by the famed Duke Ellington. It is divided into 
two principal parts: Come Sunday sung by Mahalia Jackson; and Work Song. 
(“When the Negro got shipped here from Africa,” explains Ellington, “he thought 
he was going to be eaten. Think how relieved he must have been when he found 
out all he had to do was work!”’) 

Ed Sullivan heard Margaret Tynes, for the first time, singing at the funeral 
of W. C. Handy, and was so impressed that he signed her for an appearance on his 
Sunday night TV show. After her first appearance on the show he was again 
impressed to the point of signing her for a series of appearances in the fall. 

Willa Ward, until recently a member of sister Clara’s gospel singing 
group, has split that scene to form her own group. They'll be known as the Gay 
Charmers and will be out to make it on a rock ’n’ roll kick. 

Ella Fitzgerald had her portrait done in oils by jazz artist Raymond Moretti 
in Nice. Ella was playing a date on the French Riviera at the time. 

Hollywood screen version of Lady Sings The Blues—the Billie Holiday 
biography has hit a snafu and might not come off at all unless some big problems 
are ironed out. Major controversy stems from plans to cast white stars in all 
major roles. 

Bernie Hamilton (actor brother of Chico Hamilton ) featured as a soldier 
in the Broadway production of No Time For Sergeants has been cast as a sailor in 
the new Warner Bros. movie Up Periscope. In between acting chores, Bernie pre- 
sents a longhair art show in the rear of his Los Angeles hot dog stand. 





Helpful 
Heart 


1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 
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2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 








3 Almost every 
heart condition 

can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 

















4S Your “symptoms” may 
or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 
don't worry. See your 
doctor and be sure. 
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Other people made my troubles, but I can’t 


really blame them, Somewhere I missed. that 


nobody to blame but myself. No, I’m not a juvenile delinquent. At least, not the kind § 
it now. It’s still not easy, but I can say it. you usually think of when you hear that term. I was blessed 
time not so long ago when I couldn’t think with both my parents, who loved me, maybe too much. I 
not to mention say it. didn’t live in a slum, and I was big and healthy and strong. 
e was made for me by other people. Even so, I was the most popular guy in high school. All my life 
that I can’t shift all the blame onto someone people seemed to go out of their way to tell me what a swell 
to control yourself is part of growing up. person I was, and | guess that was at the bottom of my 
ilong the way I missed that important lesson whole trouble. I was high-point man on the basketball J 
fed. team and president of the junior class. 
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You'll notice I didn’t say anything about being the smart- 
est kid at Midwest High. I wasn’t even the second smart- 
est—or third. When it came to books and studies, I was 
nowhere. 

The trouble I’m in now, the big trouble, blew up in the 
smiddle of the fall term. I'll never forget how that second 
semester began. We had a big pep rally to mark the start 
‘of the basketball season. . . . 


It was the greatest! The living end. You never heard 
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anything like it—a thousand kids stamping and whistling 
and yelling their heads off. “Dan—Dan! Midwest’s high- 
point man!” Standing there on the stage I could almost 
feel the sound rolling over me, bouncing off the walls and 
climbing up to the roof of the assembly hall. 

Dad ought to be here now, | thought. He’d get a big boot 
out of this. 

I raised my hands over my head and clasped them to- # 
gether like I’ 





for the Indians, or maybe ground- 


made a mess of everything, playing the big shot and ssicng les in a 


pig-headed. But I don’t mind what happened to me Browns . . . Dad and Mom would 
ich. The worst part of it is I hurt the people I loved 


be in the grandstand watching me 
and telling people around them that 
with the principal, Mr. James routine, and I winked back at her. | 1 was their son... Betty would be 
und Coach Thomas Wilson, and hoped the whole school saw that. I sitting right with them, yelling and 
back into line with the rest of | wanted them all to know that the pret- cheering me on, because she was 
etball team. tiest girl at Midwest High belonged to my girl... 1 was ten feet tall and 
he cheer leaders pranced in, me, Dan Tobey. I was so proud of her. strong as Tarzan and I could do 
ding them with her white skirt Everything seemed right in my world. anything .. . 
igh around her trim, high- Dan, Betty, the cheers of the crowd When the pep rally was over I walked 
legs. She was a striking picture ... that’s the way it would always Betty home. She still wore her cheer 
formed. She flashed me a smile be. Dan Tobey, star of the Harlem leader’s outfit: red sweater and white 
rls went into a “Yeah, team!” Globetrotters or slugging outfielder skirt. The top of the little red beanie 


“What happened?” J asked the doctor and 
nurse bending over me. The voice that 
‘ame from my throat didn’t sound like mine. 
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hed on her shiny curls barely came 
up to my shoulder. Having her beside 
me, small and cuddly, made me feel big- 
ger and stronger than ever. 

Betty was in most of my classes and 
she was as smart as they come. She could 
come up with answers to the toughest 
questions the teachers could toss at us, 
even those of Mr. Jeffers, our math 
teacher. So what if I couldn’t answer 
those same questions? My girl could, 
and that was almost the same thing. 

Besides, it was one thing for a girl 
to be brainy, but for a fellow, it was his 
muscles that counted. Just as Dad al- 















































































































































































































































ways said about guys who were big 

brains, “They got so much upstairs, it 

makes ’em top-heavy, eh, Dan?” 
ass 

“Yeah, Betty?” 

“Has Midwest really got a chance to 
win the state championship?” she asked 
soberly. 

“You heard what Coach Wilson told 
the kids at the rally, didn’t you? We’re 
in like Flynn, honey!” I laughed, think- 
ing about the way we’d walk all over 
the Brentwood High team. “We’ve got 
a new play, where Adams feeds me the 
ball, see? Then I ———” 

“But suppose you don’t play, Dan?” 
she cut in. 

“Me not play? Are you kidding?” 

“Just suppose,” she insisted. “Would 
it make a difference?” 

I stopped and held her arm. 
let’s have it,” I said. 

There was a worried look on her face. 
“It’s probably nothing,” she said, “but 
—well, I heard Coach Wilson ask Mr. 


Jeffers how your grades were holding 


up.” 

“Jeffers! That creep! What did he 
say?” 

“T didn’t hear his answer,” Betty said. 
“But you didn’t do very well in that last 
test Mr. Jeffers gave us.” 

“Yeah, I kinda goofed on that one,” 
I admitted with a short laugh. It had 
been a surprise quiz covering the work 
of the previous week. But that had been 
the week we played Ross Vocational 
High, a rugged team that gave us a fight 
every year. I was too busy thinking 
about how to stop their all-star forward 
to be worried about the questions Jeffers 
had scribbled on the blackboard. I knew 
I hadn’t passed the test, but I consoled 
myself that it was not as important as 
a midterm or a final exam. 

“I'd be glad to help you if you want 
to put in some extra study,” Betty said, 
her eyes begging me to say yes. “I’m 
sure Mr. Jeffers would give you a chance 
to make up the test.” 

“That so-and-so wouldn’t give me the 
time of day!” I shot back. “But don’t 
worry about me. Midwest won’t have a 
team if I don’t play.” 

I bent down and kissed her, quick be- 
fore she could object to smooching in 
public. I grinned at the disapproving 
look on her face, and after a moment her 
frown smoothed out into a smile. It was 
a special smile, just for me. 

It was strange, but I didn’t treat Betty 


“Okay, 


like I did the other girls. Being a sports 
hero and all that, naturally I had my 
pick of the chicks. I would never tell 
Betty, but most of them would go all out 
for a guy. You know what I mean? 
Heck, even some of the girls in the senior 
class got a thrill out of being on a date 
with Dan Tobey. 

I don’t kid myself that I’m good look- 
ing or anything like that. But I learned 
soon enough that the girls seem to go 
for a guy they think is glamorous or 
famous, even in a small way like I was. 
They see a guy up on a stage or on a 
football field getting a lot of applause 
and they can’t wait to have him notice 
them. When he does, the chicks can’t do 
enough to please him. 

So I was no baby when it came to 
girls. My best pal, Herman Davis, would 
bring his brother’s old jalopy along and 
we'd double date. Herman was a good- 
hearted guy who was too small to make 
it in athletics and not smart enough to 
be a brain in the classroom. Sometimes 
it was a drag having him tag along after 
me all the time, but he was my Number 
One fan and a lot of laughs. 

Besides, Herman could use his broth- 
er’s car any time he wanted to. We'd 
round up a couple of chicks and drive 
out near the county line and park under- 
neath a viaduct where there was never 
any traffic. There weren’t any lights 
under there. I guess the city got tired of 
replacing the bulbs that we used for 
target practice. 

The first few times we went there, all 
I did was talk, and kiss a girl once. But 
then there was this girl who had dropped 
out of school but liked to hang around 
the kids who were still there. I'll never 
forget her name. Helen, it was. 

Herman and his girl left the car and 
Helen and I were alone for a while. I 
thought I was doing fine, but Helen 
pulled away from me and said, “Where 
did you learn to kiss?” 

“Baby, I was born knowing how!” I 
laughed. 

“And you haven’t learned a thing 
since then!” she cracked. “You’ve got 
a whole lot to learn, big boy.” 

She showed me. After that, I didn’t 
waste time on girls who drew the line 
at heavy petting. I just never dated 
them again. You’d be surprised how 
quick some girls changed their minds. 


UT THEN I met Betty. The first time 
I laid eyes (Continued on Page 64) 
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1 caught a glimpse of Joni as she ducked for 
the bedroom. “How did you find us?” Carl 
said. “What right have you to barge in here?” 


























NHE TOOK HIM IN, TOO. That was what got me. Even 
7 Dan. Within a week after she came to work there, she 
‘had him eating out of her hand like every other man in the 
; ce. That helpless little smile and innocently leaning over 
this desk to ask advice. Dan was doing half her job as well 
‘as his own and he wouldn’t hear a word | said against her. 
' Her name was Joan, but she called herself “Joni.” What 
I called her privately, 1 would have blushed to say out loud. 
She wasn’t beautiful, not her face, but she had a figure. And 
‘Joni believed in showing all she had. Dresses she wore 
nothing under and the blouses made me embarrassed for 
her. The way she walked across the office wiggling her hips, 
all the men stared. 

Sure, I was jealous. Not that I blamed Dan. He was 
thuman and Joni was throwing it around. I didn’t really have 
to worry about him. Dan loved me and she was just to look 
‘at. But she was using him every way she could, practically 
‘stealing the chair out from under him, and Dan wouldn’t 
sadmit it. He wouldn’t protect himself in his work. That was 
hat bothered me. 

I tried to make him see. I told Dan she was out for no 
sgood, playing up to Carl every chance she got. Carl Bonner 
was our boss, head of the advertising department of the Life 
insurance company. Dan had been writing copy there for two 
years and I had been Carl’s secretary almost that long. Carl 
was married, but not happy at it, and Joni found that out fast. 











ALL SHE GOULD GET 


Her name was Joan and she called herself ‘Joni,’ but I had 





“She took all the credit for that newspaper layout you’ve 
been working on,” I told Dan. “And Carl’s been having 
lunch with her every day—probably supper, too.” 

“Oh, Ruth, stop it. This isn’t like you. Just because she’s 
a cute kid trying to get ahead in a job that’s new to her, you 
don’t have to tear her down with cracks about—” 

“Cute! Maybe I ought to start walking around half-naked 
—maybe you'd listen to me then!” 

“It’s an idea.” Dan grinned, trying to tease me out of my 
anger. “But I can wait until we’re married. I want you all 
for me.” 

“You mean if you still have a job to get married on in 
September,” I said, “the way she’s cutting your throat with 
Carl.” 

“There’s nothing to that. Carl’s an old man. Even if Joni 
were the kind to—” 

“He’s not that old. I ought to know.” 

“Carl’s been making passes at you?” 

“No,” I said. “But he would, if I encouraged him the way 
she does.” 

“Let’s drop it,” Dan told me. “I don’t know where you get 
such stuff, but I’d rather not hear any more of it. As far 
as I’m concerned, Joni’s a darned nice girl. And she has a 
lot of talent, too.” 

“The talent she’s got doesn’t belong in an office,” I an- 
swered. “Oh, Dan—Dan, I don’t (Continued on Page 51) 





another name for women like her—shameless hussies who tossed 


their sex appeal around to get anything they wanted from some fool man! 
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Is marriage a private affair between a man 
nd a woman who choose to forsake all others? 
What’s it like when total strangers sit in judgment on 


the man you married? Read the conclusion 


of this touching story 


LOVE 
ACROSS THE COLOR LINE 





oo CONCLUSION eo 


The story thus far: The authoress, daughter of a wealthy white family, has fallen in love with 
und married a Negro, Carl Neil, over the objections of family and friends. Now, they find them- 
selves on an island of loneliness, surrounded by a sea of prejudice, and the most difficult task of 
ll is finding a place to live. 


! IT WILL BE such fun, Elaine!” Bea insisted. “They have the dance every year and everyone 
interracial dance at the Grand Palace?” I asked. 

not just mixed marriage couples who go, Elaine. It’s a fine organization and they raise funds by 

x this dance annually. A lot of white people attend and a lot of colored, too. Fred and I go every 


lon’t know, Bea. I haven’t been going out much lately.” 
yu need to, that’s just it!” 
was agreed that we’d have a little cocktail party before the dance and then go in a group. Carl’s 
r insisted that I have a new dress made for the affair and she brought out several yards of ex- 
white Italian organdy she had been planning to give me for a birthday gift. 
yught it last January during a sale,” she confessed. “I saw it and all I could see was you wear- 
lress made out of it,” she chuckled. “I shouldn’t have—it was too expensive—but I could see you 
1g around in it and so | bought it to save for your birthday.” 
t I don’t have dresses made,” I apologized. “I’ve made a few things myself, but I can’t sew well 
gh to tackle something like this.” I held the material up and ran my hands over it. It was 
ul. A really fine dressmaker would have to make the stuff into a dress. 
t the best,” Carl said. “Get a dress made exactly like you want it.” 
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1A hotel is not a home. It didn’t take 
long to learn that.. But locating a place of 

our own was a journey into fear and insult. 
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‘But Carl . . .” 


put his hand over my mouth. 
t say anything. Just find the best 
vaker in town and have her make 
you exactly the way you want.” 
to a really good dress designer,” 


mother insisted, and Carl backed 


ally, I called my old boss -and he 
1c about a woman who had worked 
He said she made clothes for 
of the smartest women in New 
and that she would enjoy making 
ing for me. I just had to say he’d 
to her. 
lressmaker had a fashionable es- 
shment on the East Side, near Fifth 
in an exclusive residential area. 
drove me to her place and said he 
| wait outside. 
elling down Fifth Avenue on the 
de of the park, we noticed a police 
hind us most of the way and Carl 
rented on it. 
ne point, the police car pulled 
le us at a stop sign and I saw one 
men stare at me, nudge his com- 
1, and then they both looked at us. 
; very embarrassing. 
wait here,” Carl said as we 
d in front of the brownstone house. 
Jon’t you want to come up and see 





I was anxious to tell Carl about it, so 
I hurried down the stairs and down the 
steps to the street, but I stopped short. 

That police car was parked beside our 
car and a uniformed policeman was talk- 
ing to Carl. 

“Who are you?” the policeman de- 
manded as I walked up. 

Carl said, “I’ve already told you that 
she’s my wife.” 

“] didn’t ask you,” the policeman said. 
He repeated his question to me. “Who 
are you?” 

“I’m his wife. What seems to be the 
trouble?” 

The policeman looked me over in a 
most insolent fashion, not missing any- 
thing with his roving eyes, then pursed 
his lips, scratched his ear, and shifted 
his weight. 

“No trouble,” he said finally. “No 
trouble at all. Just checking.” 

“Checking what?” I didn’t under- 
stand. 

“We've had a lot of burglaries in this 
neighborhood lately’ and we’re checking 
on all suspicious characters.” His tone 
was mocking. 

“And my husband 
cious?” 

“Yes,” he answered. 
I opened the door and got into the car. 


looked 


suspi- 


First it was family, then friends, then even total stran- 


gers who interfered in what God had joined to- 


gether. Finally, even 





he plans to do?” 
What would I know about it? I’m 
nterested in the finished product!” 
ithered the material into my arms, 
Carl a quick “I won’t be too long,” 

n up the steps to the house. 
woman was charming, and she 
lothes. I was very excited by what 
anned to do-with the lovely or- 
We chatted away pleasantly and 
yed her, but I didn’t tell her that 
ess was for an interracial ball in 


We finally agreed on a design and I 
er suggestions very much. It was 
something simple, a design that 
nake the material itself the most 
tant part of the dress, and we 

on a time for the first fitting. 








the police got into the act 


I was afraid of what I might say. 

“There aren’t any colored people liv- 
ing in this area,” the policeman said, 
leaning down to talk into the car, “so 
we wanted to know what he was doing 
here.” 

I got a good look at the man as he 
bent over, and I recognized him as the 
curious man in the car which had 
stopped at the red light as we were driv- 
ing down earlier. 

“Let’s move on,” the policeman said, 
gesturing us away, and then he went to 
his car and they pulled off. 

“I don’t think they have any right to 
be curious about us, Carl,” I protested. 
“They’re the same men who stopped be- 
side us before and they were so surprised 
to see us together they followed us.” 


We sat and talked, getting more angry 
and more hurt by the minute, and Car 
finally pulled away and drove around 
through Central Park. 

“I don’t think we should let it go with. 
out reporting it,” I insisted. “They have 
no right to question us just because 
they’re curious.” 

“But they do, Elaine. They can ques 
tion us if they want to.” 

We argued and discussed the question, 
but finally we decided to report the in 
cident. Maybe we were wrong. Maybe 
we should have forgotten about it, but 
we would be coming back to that area 
several times for fittings and I did not 
want to go through scenes like the one 
we had just experienced every time we 
got there. 

Carl explained the situation to the 
lieutenant at the precinct for that area 
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and he told him that we would be coming 
down there often during the next week 
or two since I was having a dress made. 
He tried to explain that while we had 
nothing to fear or hide, still we didn’t 
want to be stopped and questioned and 
be embarrassed just because we hap- 
pened to be together in an area where 
Negroes are not generally seen. 

“After all,” Carl said, “we have a 
good car and we’re decently dressed. My 
wife is a very good looking woman but 
there isn’t anything wrong with that.” 

The lieutenant listened to everything 
we had to say and then said: “I’m glad 
to hear my boys are doing such a good 
job. It’s very unusual to see a colored 
man, other than a chauffeur, sitting in 
an automobile in that section.” 

“But they’d seen me with my wife and 
they saw her go into the house,” Carl 


explained to the policeman. 

“That’s it,” the lieutenant said. “It’s 
abnormal to see a white girl with a col- 
ored fellow.” 

“Abnormal?” we both said. 

“Yes. Didn’t you say you were mar- 
ried?” 

“Of course we’re married, but that 
doesn’t make us abnormal!” 

“It’s a mixed marriage isn’t it?” he 
asked. 

“But mixed marriage isn’t abnormal,” 
Carl said, patiently. “There are fifty 
thousand interracial marriages every 
year, including all races. It’s happening 
every day.” 

It began to sound as if we were on 
trial, and there were other men around 
the room who seemed to think it was all 
very amusing. I could hear their whis- 
pers, and I pulled at Carl’s sleeve and 


suggested we leave the station house. 

We took a long ride out into the coun- 
tryside and talked it over, trying to un- 
derstand it and where we might have 
been at fault, perhaps overly uncomfort- 
able about the whole affair. It left a very 
bad taste in our mouths and we were 
very sorry it had happened. 

“Do you think we’re abnormal?” | 
asked, seriously. 

“That guy didn’t know the meaning 
of the word, Elaine. The only thing ab- 
normal about us is our different color. 
The combination upsets some people. 
Maybe there’s something strange in us 
that makes us love each other as we do, 
but if that’s abnormal, the world could 
do with a lot more of it. There can’t be 
anything wrong with love.” 


(Continued on Page 75) 









was like a million other wives: I said it couldn’t happen to 
ne, yet there I was in another man’s arms. And worst of all, 
idn’t know whose fault it was; mine, his or my husband’s 







| PENT MOST of the afternoon getting ready for the Rennerts’ party. A lazy, 
axing tub bath, doing my hair, fixing my nails. I dressed carefully and put 
| 
| 
| 







red’s things for him. Supper was ready in the refrigerator, tuna salad so there 
be nothing to cook and no fussing in the kitchen. 
I was mildly annoyed when I saw how late it was getting. Fred should have 
ome from the office. He knew we were going to the Rennerts. I hated to 
minute of the fun. Besides, Paul Rennert owned the real estate company 
Fred worked. 
ught about Paul, happily and gratefully, as I stood at the picture window 
living room, idly letting my glance sweep down the beach to the water beyond 
tiled and thought: This is December. Florida, in December, with the weather 
etually summer. I remembered other Decembers back north, cold and bleak, 
| was still hard to believe we were here. We owed it to Paul. Most of the 
















imes we had, we owed to Paul, too. 






| took some of the credit for our getting in with the right crowd, being liked coe eee 

accepted. I was one of them from the start. Sea Cove was my place; I felt ee oom 
ged. ab. nl 
sound of Fred’s car in the drive made me stop mentally patting myself on = 
ack. Our success here had been Fred’s, too. He worked hard selling beach 
rties. Too hard, sometimes. I felt as if I were always driving him to relax 

oy himself. 

What kept you, darling?” I asked as I kissed him at the door. I stepped back 
y dress wouldn’t muss. “You'll have to rush if we’re going to—” His expression 
1 me. Something was wrong. I put my hand on his arm. “Fred, what is it?” = 
Carter deal,” he said slowly. “It fell through. They didn’t buy the place.” ay Re TF 
well” I smiled and shook my head. “You have (Continued on Page 56) aie Pe 
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“Paul, don’t,” I pleaded as his mouth 
fought for mine and his arms strained 





against me. 








If I could hide my face so 
no boy could see, I'd be the 
happiest girl in the world 














They were all there—those miserable bumps and 


pimples, spoiling my looks, defying rouge, 


powder, pancake makeup and everything—ruining my life 


WANTED ITO TOUCH 


TARING INTO the mirror over my 
vanity, the face reflected back at me 
made my heart ache painfully and I 
heaved a heavy sigh of despondency. 
It was all there, on my cheeks, my chin 
and my forehead—the miserable bumps 
and pimples that the doctor called 
“acne.” It was all there, spoiling my 
looks, defying rouge, powder, pancake 
makeup and everything—ruining my 
life! 
Bumps, pimples, blemishes. I squeezed 


a little water-filled pimple high on my — 


cheek bone with hope and anger. It 
popped and changed immediately into a 
horrible inflamed blemish. Nothing, 
nothing could help me. I wanted to 
scream. But I had to look and I had to 
squeeze the pimples and prod the bumps, 
always hoping and praying that one 
morning I would wake up and they 
would all be gone. It was as though, 
somehow, if I looked hard enough and 
worked hard enough at them, the miser- 
able pimples would vanish as magically 
as they had come, they would disappear 
from the surface of my otherwise fresh 
and youthful skin and I would be free. 

I was so lost in my daily face-picking 
routine that the sounds of Bob’s gang 
honking for him outside almost escaped 


me. I was startled to realize I was so 
absorbed, but then I could visualize in 
my mind’s eye everybody who would be 
outside waiting to pick up Bob for the 
usual Saturday afternoon romp at the 
beach. 

There would be Maggie at the wheel 
of her shiny new convertible, wearing 
her usual playsuit so she could show off 
her shapely legs. They weren’t a bit 
more shapely than mine, but Maggie was 
a girl who surely knew how to put her 
best attributes forward and she never 
missed a chance to show off her legs— 
as high up the thigh as decency would 
allow. 

There would be Marc beside her, sit- 
ting there with an empty pipe dangling 
mannishly from his lips, his cap pulled 
low over his eyes and his legs a tangle 
of limbs against the dashboard before 
him. He would be shyly holding Mag- 
gie’s hand, not openly so everybody 
could see he cared about her, but cas- 
ually like it was accidental; yet posses- 
sively as no boy had ever held mine. 

Therese would be leaning forward 
whispering something into Maggie’s ear 
about Bob. She seemed always to have 
secrets to tell Maggie about Bob. Her 
long flowing hair would be tied up in a 


pony tail and she would be wearing a 
halter to show off her perfectly rounded 
shoulders and smooth, sun-tanned back. 
There wasn’t a girl in town with a 
prettier back than Therese. 

Pretty legs, pretty back! There was 
nothing wrong with my legs or my back, 
I told myself. 

And there would be Ray in the car 
beside Therese, sitting far at the other 
end of the seat where there could be no 
mistaking that Therese was Bob’s girl. 
And in a moment my brother Bob 
would go bounding down the steps to 
hop over the side of the convertible 
without opening the door. That would 
be the moment I would dread, for then 
Ray would ask if I was home and the 
shrill cry of five happy excited voices 
would echo my name. 

It all happened just as I had envis- 
ioned it. 

“Kathy! Kathy!” their voices all 
seemed to sound at once. “Come on, 
Kathy! We’re going to the beach. Kathy. 
Kathy. Come on!” 

I dropped my eyes to the floor. How 
I wished I could go with them. How 
I wished I could feel that they really 
wanted me. But Ray was really Bob’s 
friend and I was just an extra girl to 





























fill out the party. They didn’t really 
want a girl with a mass of blemishes 
on her face to be tagging along. There 
had been a time when Bob and Ray 
took me with them everywhere 
they would go. But they hardly both- 
ered to ask me to go anymore—only at 
odd times like this, when the need of 
2 girl to fill out was so obvious. 
About a year ago, it had been. About 
a year ago, Ray had suddenly changed 
toward me. And wasn’t it a coincidence 


alw iys 


that I started having complexion trouble 
about a year ago, too? 

| walked to the window and raised 
it high enough to stick my head out. 

What’s all the yelling about down 
there,” I shouted, trying to appear gay 
and lighthearted. 

Take off something, and come on 


impatiently, and then start toward my 
room. When she came up to my door 
her face was definitely set. 

“Can’t you stay away from that mir- 
ror for even a minute?” she demanded 
angrily. 

I didn’t even glance at her. 

Mother threw up her hands. “Oh, 
Kathy, please don’t carry on so, honey. 
In a couple of years it will all dis- 
appear.” 

“In a couple of years,” I wailed. “I 
should be having dates, going places 
right now.” 

“Well, why don’t you?” 

“I can’t—I just can’t. Everybody 
stares at me. You—you just don’t un- 
derstand what it’s like!” 

“Why shouldn’t people stare,” Mother 
replied quizzically. “You’re a pretty 


Whenever I stared at my image in the mirror, the 


blemishes on my face seemed to scream right out at 


me. What boy would want a girl like me? 





down in the sand with us,” Ray shouted 
up to me. 

No, thanks,” I said, “I’ve got chores 
to do. You idlers go ahead and have 
tun 

[ thought you liked swimming,” Ray 
per sisted. 

I’ve outgrown it,” I snapped back, 
with a testiness in my voice I could not 
hide 

Ray held up his hands and pretended 
to duck behind them. “Okay, okay,” he 
|. They all made a waving sign with 
their hands, yelled “Peace!” and drove 


sald 


away 

[ closed the window slowly. I wanted 
to run down the stairs and chase after 
the car telling them all I was sorry. But 
instead | sat back down in front of my 
mirror and looked again at my pimply 
face. He didn’t really want me to go 
with him. It was just force of habit 
that he had asked me—because once 
I’d gone everywhere with him and Bob. 

[ was so lost in my reflection that I 
was startled when Mother’s voice called 
out to me. “Kathy, Kathy—a moving 
van just pulled up next door! Come 
quick!” 

[ ignored her summons. Who cared 
about new neighbors? 


A moment later I heard Mother sigh 
30 


girl and you have nice clothes. Why 
shouldn’t they stare?” 

I ran my fingers over my face, feeling 
the little bumps. “Yes,” I shouted at 
Mother. “But it’s not my clothes they 
stare at. It’s this!” 

Mother pleaded with me. “With all 
that makeup you put on, those blem- 
ishes hardly show at all, Kathy.” 

“But I know they’re underneath,” I 
wailed. “That’s what counts.” 

Mother lost all patience. “I’ve heard 
enough,” she said despairingly. “Let’s 
go see what the movers are doing.” And 
she took a firm hold on my arm and 
dragged me away from the mirror and 
down into the living room. 

We had hardly taken our positions 
a few steps back from the window when 
Mother gasped and pointed a finger to 
the porch of the house next door. 
“Kathy, there’s a girl friend for you!” 
she exclaimed. 

I took one look at the girl leaning 
against the railing and decided I hated 
her. She was lovely to look at—clear 
skin, snapping eyes, and even in blue 
jeans and a sweat shirt I could tell she 
had a marvelous figure. 

I scowled and scowled at her. We 
could never be friends, I thought. Why 
should anyone as beautiful as this girl 





want me as a friend? 


i hore AFTERNOON moved slowly. I 
tried to read a novel. It bored me. 
| washed out a few personal things. I 
ironed a blouse, a skirt and a slip. When 
Mother started dinner, I snapped some 
beans for her. Without understanding 
the conflict inside me I was torn be- 
tween returning to the mirror that tor- 
mented me and the window which also 
tormented me. 

Finally, | wandered into the living 
room and flipped on the TV. As I sat 
down without bothering to select a pro- 
gram on the television set, my eyes 
drifted over to the window and fell on 
the house next door. I was startled to 
see the new girl on her porch, washing 
the front windows. 

I leaned back and watched her. She 
was working fast and I could see her 
chest heave with the gasps of hurried 
exertion. Even though she was dressed 
in beat-up clothes, she was still beau- 
tiful. Her cheeks were honey brown 
and smooth, and from beneath the edges 
of a scarf tied around her head I could 
see loose ringlets on her forehead. 

Again, I hated her. It wasn’t fair, 
I sighed to myself, that some should 
have so much while I had so little. I 
turned away. 

Just as I was going to my room, the 
doorbell rang. I went to answer won- 
dering who it could be. When I opened 
the door, I was jarred so much that my 
mouth probably stood open as wide as 
the door. There she was—the girl next 
door! She gave me a great big smile. 

“I’m sorry to bother you,” she said 
almost gaily, “but I’ve used up all of 
my window cleanser and I wondered 
if I could borrow some from you. I’m 
afraid if I went around to the store it 
would take me so long I couldn’t get 
finished before it got dark. We’ve just 
moved in,” she went on, “and there’s 
so much to do.” 

I smiled weakly and motioned her to 
come inside. 

“] think we’ve got an unused bottle 
of the stuff somewhere around here,” I 
said. “Ill look and see.” I was just 
about to go and look when I noticed 
her wipe great beads of perspiration 
from her forehead. 

“You must be awfully warm, working 
so hard,” I said. “Come on out to the 
kitchen and Ill make us some cold 
lemonade.” 
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She nodded shyly and followed me 
through the hall. “It’s pretty hot this 
afternoon,” she smiled. “Lemonade 
would be divine.” 

When she sat down at the kitchen 
table and took the scarf off her head, 
her long, silky hair dropped down on 
her shoulders beautifully. She daubed 
the perspiration away and wiped her 
face. I noticed that her complexion was 
even more beautiful than I had im- 
agined. A magnifying glass couldn’t 


| have found a blemish. 


I found out her name was Patty Jo 
Brown and that we were exactly the 
same age—seventeen. In spite of my 
first inclination to dislike her, she was 
friendly and easy to talk to, and though 
she had good looks and perfect skin, 
she was not vain. We had begun to 
chatter gaily about clothes and places 
to go in this section of town when I 
heard a car door slam outside. I glanced 
out of the window and saw Bob and 
Ray. They were home early. 

Suddenly going flabby inside, I turned 
back-to Patty Jo. Of all the girls in the 
world I had to get for a neighbor it 
would turn out to be one with a com- 
plexion that could win prizes. Pangs 
of jealousy shot through me from head 
to foot, and then Bob came through the 
door. 

The minute he saw Patty Jo, he 
stopped short and started whistling the 
wolf whistle. And Ray, standing just 
behind him, whistled harmony with his 
tune. In a limping voice, I introduced 
them to Patty Jo. And after that I 
might as well have gone to Japan. No 
one seemed to remember I was alive. 
Both Bob and Ray made a big play for 
her and I just stood there and watched, 
feeling as ugly as a big sore. 

Oh, I hate boys! I hate them! I told 
myself hotly. Here I was dressed up 
neat and clean in a freshly-starched 
cotton dress and they hadn’t even no- 
ticed me. And Patty Jo was sitting there 
in old dirty work things and they were 
falling all over her. Well, I would just 
show them I don’t need them or any 
boy—today, tomorrow or ever! I blew 
up like an overheated boiler. 

“Pardon me,” I said icily, “I’m going 
to my room and read a magazine if you 
busy, busy people don’t mind.” 

The boys stopped their flirting abrupt- 
ly and Patty Jo jumped up in embar- 
tassment. Then suddenly she started to 
laugh. I glowered at her, my face hot 


with unconcealed anger. 

“Let me say something,” she tittered 
nervously, and with a proud flourish, 
she held up her left hand. On her third 
finger was a diamond ring. “I happen 
to be engaged,” she said, “I thought 
you'd all noticed it.” 

“T should have known,” Bob said. 

Patty Jo kept smiling. She was re- 
gaining her composure. Ray poured 
himself a tall glass of lemonade and 
gulped it down thirstily. He then poured 
another glassful and handed it to me. 

“He’s in Nevada right now—in the 
Army,” Patty Jo told us. “But he’ll be 
out soon and we’re going to get married 
immediately.” Then she turned to me. 
“IT guess I’d better go and finish those 
windows or Mom will have a fit. Thanks 
for everything,” And she left. 

The boys were watching me curiously. 
I didn’t say a word. With my head up 
high, I walked past them and went to 
my room. 

But after I closed the door, it was a 
different story. I rushed over to my 
organdy-covered vanity and fell into my 
chair. Choking and wiping my tear- 
filled eyes, I stared at my image in the 
mirror. The bumps on my face screamed 
out at me. My life was nothing but 
heartache. I did not go to dinner when 
Mother called, and that night I cried 
myself to sleep. 


4 inne NEXT DAY I kept watching 

out of the window for a sight of 
Patty Jo. My conscience bothered me 
terribly. But all the morning hours 
rolled by and there was not a sign of 
her. After all, I thought she’s new in 
the neighborhood and whatever my 
troubles are it’s not her fault. Maybe 
I should have offered to help her with 
the windows. I felt so guilty about the 
way I had behaved I just had to do 
something; so early in the afternoon 
I went into the kitchen and got busy 
making an apple pie. The minute it 
was out of the oven, I carried it next 
door with two potholders. 

I grinned sheepishly when Patty Jo 
opened the door. 

“It’s so fresh the apples are still siz- 
zling,” I began chattering. “Where have 
you been all day, I’ve been looking 
for you.” 

Patty Jo looked at me standing there 
with the hot pie plate and burst out 
laughing. Between giggles she invited 
me into the house. 


“I worked myself into a stupor yes- 
terday,” she said. “I was so tired I’ve 
just gotten up. It’s awfully nice of you 
to wonder about me,” she told me warm- 
ly. 

I met her Mother and her young 
brother. They were both very friendly, 
just like Patty Jo. Mrs. Brown insisted 
that I help them eat the pie and while 
the kid brother went to the store for 
fresh milk, Patty Jo took me into her 
room. 

The second the door was closed, I 
turned to her. “I’m sorry about yes- 
terday,” I said. 

She waved (Continued on Page 69) 



































































Letting your husband wander off into the hands of a 
woman like Gladys Weir was like gambling against 


a marked deck of cards—you were bound to lose 


“oe SHE up to now?” 

Guiltily, I let the window curtain fall into place and swung around 
to face my unexpected visitor. It was Ella Winters, her eyes glittering as 
they always did when she was hot on the trail of a tidbit of gossip. “Good 
morning, Ella. I didn’t hear you ring,” I said pointedly. 

“The kitchen door was open so I came on in,” Ella said. “I rang the 
bell, but I guess you were too busy to hear it.” She gave me a broad wink. 
“See anything interesting?” 

“I was merely straightening out the curtain,” I said defensively. 

“Of course, Jean,” she said, giggling excitedly. “Mind if I take a peek?” 

“Help yourself. I'll be in the kitchen finishing my coffee.” 

She walked to the front window and peered through the curtain at the 
house across the street. Disgusting, I thought as I watched her settle her 
fat hips into the chair at the window, her eyes glued to the cottage with 
the white shutters. 

Was that the way I looked when I was—no, spying was not the right 
word—keeping an eye on Gladys Weir? She was a wicked woman, I re- 
minded myself, and had to be watched. After all, I had my family to think 
of. Just because Ella made it appear low and sneaky, like peeping through 
keyholes, that was no reason I should let the Weir woman get away with 
her evil scheme. 

Oh, I knew she was up to no good. She had no man of her own, so every 
male in the neighborhood was fair game. That included my own husband, 
Bill. There was more than just my suspicion that Gladys was a man-chaser. 
Everything I'd seen and heard about her added up to one fact—she was no 
good. 

I got down a cup and saucer and set them on the table for Ella. Then 
I sat down to finish my coffee and after-breakfast cigarette. 

I heard all about Gladys Weir the day we moved into the new neighbor- 
hood six months ago. Of course, it was Ella who supplied the information. 
She came to the back fence after the moving men had left and I was in the 
yard hanging out blankets to air. 

“Hello, I’m Ella Winters,” she said with a friendly smile. “Welcome to 
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righteous expression. 
































r striving little neighborhood.” 
Thank you,” I said. “I’m Jean Hol- 


Ella said, “I’m glad to see decent folk 
t this place in back of me.” 

[ frowned. “Don’t tell me there are 

other kind living around here.” 

Ella Winters screwed up her fat face 
d rolled her eyes. “You’d be surprised 
y this neighborhood has run down, 
y dear! Why, right across the street 


m you is a woman who—” she 


topped and set her face into a self- 


“Far be it from 
to spread gossip,” she said. “I'll let 
1 find out for yourself.” 

[here’s a gossiper in every neighbor- 
d, and in this neighborhood Ella 


Winters was it. Bill didn’t like her. “I 


vouldn’t believe anything that woman 


| me even if I saw it happening with 
own eyes!” he told me one night. 

Vomen like her get their kicks by car- 
ng tales and messing into other peo- 

’s lives.” 

agreed with Bill, but it was hard to 

vid Ella. She lived right in back of 
und if she didn’t see me out in the 
|, she’d find some excuse to ring our 

at least once a day. Although I 
’t fond of her, I had to admit that 
was an entertaining companion. 
tening to her news and juicy gossip 

t only helped pass the time, but it was 
resting. 

Gladys Weir, I learned, was Ella’s pet 
ve. The car Gladys drove was newer 
) Ella’s and Gladys dressed better 

either Ella or I. 
How can she do it?” Ella constantly 


isked. “Her, a widow with two kids. 


course, she’s got a lot of men 
nds—” Ella raised her eyebrows and 
ssed her lips together. 

Ella! What a thing to even hint at,” 


| protested. “Why, you’re saying she’s 


cl ically a—” 


Exactly!” Ella folded her thick arms 
r her ample bosom and nodded vig- 


rously. “Can you doubt it, the way she 


; around half naked all the time?” 
[ smiled to myself. So that was it! 


Ella was envious of Gladys Weir. And 
watching the rolls of fat shake in 


hteous indignation, I could under- 
ind why. Gladys was one of those 

en born to be a charmer. I still 
In’t met her, but I’d watched her— 


) Ella egging me on—from a dis- 


1 e 


Gladys must have been in her early 








thirties, but she had the face and figure 
of a much younger woman. Around the 
























“Sometimes I wonder why I waste my 
time like that.” 



















































house and out in the yard she wore a | knew why, but right then I was in no ee 
halter and shorts that exposed quite an position to criticize Ella’s nosiness.§ yor 
eyeful of curves and smooth brown skin. There were things I wanted to know; be } 
“It’s a shame!” [lla exploded, “delib- had to know. “Ella, you get around aff ¢,.} 
erately showing off everything she’s lot,” I began, “or at least, you know it 
got!” about everything, one way or another. ;+ <I 
I told Ella I didn’t see why she should Tell me—” I hesitated only a moment. if 
get so upset. “Certainly you’ve got noth- “—have you heard anything about me? § jj, 
ing to worry about as far as your hus- You know, do the neighbors like us? § ,, 44 
band is concerned,” | said. What do they think of the family?” “ 
Ella sniffed impatiently. “That’s be- She beamed as if I'd paid her the} ,.4. 
cause you don’t know like I do. Joe’s highest compliment. “Well, I must say § thro 
no different from any other man. I final- _I sort of keep my ear to the ground, if 1 
ly had to put my foot down and dare you know what I mean,” she said mod- “Jus 
him to go near that woman’s house  estly. “Jean, everything I’ve heard about § pice 
again.” you has been good. I might even say§ .om 
It was then I learned that Gladys held _ flattering.” nine 

“( 

Ber) 

K: 

I was a woman eaten by jealousy, hounded by B play 

It 

worry, tortured by fear; how could I be held re- chile 

child 

sponsible for the foolish things I said and did? gues 

said 

hous 

open house for some of the men in the I leaned forward, “Like what?” ia 
neighborhood. They’d gather there on “Well, everyone says you’re a marvel-B | | 
Saturday nights and stay until late Sun- ous housekeeper and a wonderful moth-§ care 
day morning. “Drinking beer and play-_ er. Beryl and Billy are good looking,§ 4, 
ing poker—that’s what Joe claimed,” well-behaved children. You’ve certainly § goin, 
Ella said. “I’m not that big a fool. If it done a fine job of bringing them up.” § ajon. 
was all so innocent, why doesn’t she ever I smiled my thanks, feeling very— Ss, 
invite the wives over? Not that I’d ever pleased with myself. “What about Bill?” § rea 
set foot in her house,” she added quickly. [I asked. my li 
“You mean she still has those poker “Of course, nobody sees much of that § much 
parties?” husband of yours,” Ella said. ing t 
Ella nodded. “By the way,” she said, I said, “Bill works hard and when he§ alrea, 
blinking owlishly, “what does your hus- gets home he stays pretty much to him-§ chary 
band do on Saturday nights?” self. He never was much for socializing.§ Bj] 
At the time, I let the remark pass. I And here lately, he’s been fixing wash-§ failed 
told myself that it was none of Ella’s ing machines and other appliances for parin 
business what Bill did. But now, as I _ people in the neighborhood. He loves tof tone, 
sat staring into the half-empty cup of _ tinker.” Glad) 
cold coffee I had to admit that I didn’t “So I’ve heard,” Ella said in a peg Bi) 
know where Bill went or what he did. culiar tone. Before I could ask her what § about 
Just then, Ella came into the kitchen. she meant, she hoisted herself from her little 

I poured her coffee and offered her toast chair and said she had to run home. “W 
and jelly. “I shouldn’t eat this,” she “O) 
said, smearing butter and jelly on the HAT EVENING, as we ate dinner, § he re, 
toast. “But I guess it won’t hurt to break I gazed around the table, very proud§ the 
my diet just this once.” of my family—and myself. Beryl was and fi 
“Well?” I said impatiently, not car- sixteen, and growing up into quite af “J | 
ing to hear about the diet she never kept. lovely young lady; Billy was a yeat§] said 
Ella smiled mysteriously. “If you’re younger. He was smart as a whip and§and | 
expecting some news you'll be disap- loved sports. He was a lot like his father.§ in the 
pointed. Nothing to report.” She sighed. I looked at Bill, as handsome as he§ “Sy, 








was the day I married him. He was a 
wonderful husband and father; a woman 
couldn’t ask for a better man. Yet, things 
were not quite right. Everything should 
be perfect, I reflected, but I had a vague 
feeling that despite all my efforts to make 
it so, our home was not the happy place 
it should be. 

In the midst of such disturbing 
thoughts I heard Billy say, “Hey, Mom, 
wake up! I asked you to pass the salad.” 

“Something on your mind?” Bill 
asked. “You’ve been awfully quiet all 
through dinner.” 

I gave him a smile and shook my head. 
“Just thinking, darling. About what a 
nice home and family we have. Not like 
some others I could mention—the Weirs 
across the street, for instance.” 

“Cathy Weir is in my class at school,” 

iB Beryl said quickly, “and she’s swell!” 
l= “So is Richard,” Billy chimed in. “We 
iS play together all the time.” 
It hadn’t occurred to me that my 
children had anything to do with the 
® children of the Weir woman. “Well, I 
lm guess the children can’t be blamed,” I 
said uncértainly. “I understand her 
house is like a barn inside.” 

“I'd say Mrs. Weir was a pretty good 


housekeeper,” Bill commented. 
I was so shocked all I could do was 
stare at him and murmur, “Is that so?” 
He nodded. “From what I saw she’s 
doing a fine job for a woman who’s all 


alone.” 

Somehow I managed to keep from 
screaming the questions that leaped to 
my lips.. How did my husband know so 
much about Gladys Weir? Was she try- 
ing to make a play for him? Or had she 
already enticed him with her sensuous 
charms? 

Bill’s explanation later that night 
failed to quiet my fears. We were pre- 
paring for bed when I asked in a casual 
tone, “How do you know so much about 
Gladys Weir, darling?” 

Bill grunted. “I don’t know so much 
about her. Only what I saw and what 
little she told me.” 

“When was that?” 

“Oh, a couple of weeks ago, I guess,” 
he replied. “Her electric ironer went on 
the blink. She asked me to come over 
and fix it.” 

“I hope she dressed for the occasion,” 
Isaid. Bill shot me a questioning glance 
and I added, “She usually runs around 
‘fin those ridiculous shorts.” 

“She looked a lot better than some of 


the other women who’ve called me in,” 
Bill said. “Your pal, Ella Winters. What 
a bag she is!” 

“Elia didn’t tell me you were there,” 
I said, a little bit irritated. 

He laughed. “Maybe that’s because 
she couldn’t get any gossip out of me. 
She never stopped talking or asking ques- 
tions all the time I was there. Every- 
thing was so personal—who’s going with 
who, and why. I wish you’d find some- 
one else to spend your time with.” 

I didn’t say anything, but I couldn’t 
help wondering if Bill disliked Ella be- 
cause he had something to hide and was 
afraid she’d find out and pass it on to 
me. After all, it was only by accident 
that I’d learned about his visit to the 
Weir house. Had there been others? 
Even my children seemed to be against 
me, being friendly with the one family 
that was the worst influence in the whole 
neighborhood. 

I got into bed and for the first time 
in years I did not respond to Bill’s tender 
caresses. I was in no mood for lovemak- 
ing. All I could think about was Bill’s 
secret visit to Gladys Weir’s house, al- 
though he had frankly told me that it 
was business and I knew that Bill would 
not lie. Still, a woman like that could 
have designs on a good-natured man like 
Bill without him realizing it until it was 
too late. 

I got a chance to meet Gladys Weir 
face to face one Saturday night when 
she gave a party for some of the people 
in the neighborhood. It was to be an in- 
formal affair, but even so, I resented the 
way she sent the invitation by Beryl. “I 
don’t know about that,” I said when my 
daughter told me that Bill and I were 
asked to Gladys’ housewarming party. 
“It’s strange that she wouldn’t ask me 
herself. Sending a message by a child 
seems a round-about way to do it.” 

“Gee, Mom, you can’t blame her. The 
way you and old Mrs. Winters talk about 
her!” 

“I hope you haven’t been telling her 
that!” I said sharply. 

“Of course not!” Beryl said. “But any- 
body can tell you don’t think much of 
Mrs. Weir. You never call on her, not 
even when she first moved in across the 
street.” 

“You can tell me how to pick my 
friends when you're a little older and 
wiser, young lady!” 

I changed the subject then, but I had 
made up my mind to accept the invita- 


tion. | wanted a closer look at this 
woman who seemed to have won my 
daughter over completely and, I was con- 
vinced, would like to do the same with 
my husband. 


HEN BILL AND I strolled across 

the street and rang the bell, the 
party was in progress. Gladys greeted 
us at the door. “Hello, Bill,” she said 
with easy familiarity. “So glad you could 
come, Mrs. Hollis,” she said, turning to 
me. “Come on im and join the fun.” 

She was wearing a low-cut blouse that 
strengthened my determination not to 
like her. A woman who would dress like 
that—! Inside, everyone seemed to be 
having a good time but I wasn’t able to 
relax. I sat in a corner watching Gladys 
play hostess with mixed feelings. I en- 
vied her poise and the way she attracted 
the eye of all the men present. At the 
same time, my dislike of her grew strong- 
er each time I compared myself with her. 

I got no comfort from the fact that her 
home was not as well-kept as mine; it 
seemed to make no difference to the 
other guests. I felt old-fashioned and 
dowdy whenever I looked at Gladys. I 
dressed in what I called a “sensible” 
fashion, wore very little make-up and 
always bore in mind that I was the 
mother of two children and conducted 
myself accordingly. Gladys, on the other 
hand, was just the opposite in every way. 
I found myself wishing that I could stand 
out in a crowd the way she did. 

“Thou shalt not covet . . .” The Bib- 
lical commandment crowded into my 
thoughts and I quickly forced myself to 
think of something else. But everything 
seemed to come right back to Gladys 
Weir. I glanced around for Bill and saw 
him talking with Gladys. They seemed 
to be sharing a private joke, and in my 
discomfort, I imagined they were laugh- 
ing at me. 

Then I saw Gladys pick up a sand- 
wich from a tray and hold it up for Bill 
to nibble at, smiling seductively all the 
while. I jumped to my feet and went 
over to them. Gladys looked up at me 
and smiled. “Having a good time, Mrs. 
Hollis?” 

“Yes, thank you,” I lied, “but I think 
we'd better be going now. I have to get 
the children off to church tomorrow 
and—” 

“But they’re big enough to dress them- 
selves,” Bill cut in. “That’s no reason 
to leave right (Continued on Page 72) 





“Money in the bank will do the baby 
more good than all those toys and dolls 
you bought her!” | scolded Ray angrily. 
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Ray was still a little boy at heart, a hungry kid with five dollars burning a 


hole in his pocket. Would he ever change, or was I just wasting my precious time? 


“1 OMMY, we had fun today!” Billy 
sighed sleepily, pulling the covers 
up to his grimy chin. I wiped the smears 
'of chocolate off his mouth with a damp 
washcloth, wondering if all the junk he’d 
eaten would give him a stomach ache. 

“Tm glad you had fun, darling,” I 
said. But I wished he didn’t sound so 
happy about it, and I wondered if he had 
fonce thought about all the time he had 
been out with his father. 

Across the room, Ellen sat up in her 
bed. “I just love my daddy to pieces!” 
she burst out. | switched off the bed- 

/toom light. “That’s fine. But you’d bet- 
Her go to sleep,” I said sternly. “I don’t 


know what he was thinking about, keep- 
ing you children out so late.” 

As I reached the door, Ellen called 
out, “Don’t you just love daddy to pieces, 
Mommy ?” 

“What a question!” I said, forcing a 
laugh. 

“Don’t you?” 

I bit my lip. “Of course. Now go to 
sleep or I’ll have to keep you home next 
time.” 

I hurried out and closed the door be- 
hind me. My heart was pounding and 
the palms of my hands were damp. The 
children hadn’t stopped loving their fa- 
ther; how in the world would they ever 


be made to understand that I had? 

Ray himself had killed the love I had 
for him, I thought bitterly as I sank 
wearily down in a living room chair. I 
knew I should go to bed. I was tired 
because I’d sat up all evening until Ray 
and the children straggled in at eleven 
o'clock. That is, Billy and Ellen had 
straggled in. As always before, Ray 
brought them up to the door, rang the 
bell, then hurried down to his car and 
waited until I opened the door. Then he 
drove off without speaking. 

This time I hadn’t even tried to catch 
a glimpse of him. The children were in 
such an awful state that I rushed them 
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inside, berating myself for having 
agreed to let Ray have them even one 
day a month. He was still as irresponsi- 
ble as ever. 

Billy’s face was dirty and his new 
slacks were covered with ice cream, can- 
dy and soda pop stains. He was so 
tired he could hardly keep his eyes open. 
Ellen’s dress was wrinkled and there was 
a rip in the hem. She was hugging a 
small baby panda, the kind they give for 
prizes at amusement parks. 

We went to a baseball game and to 
Coney Island!” Ellen said excitedly. 

“Yeah, you should have been with us, 
Mommy,” her little brother piped up. 

“I’ve got more important things to do 
than wasting time like that!” I said dis- 
approvingly. Then, realizing that their 
childish minds could never understand 
the difference between the way I felt and 
the way their father felt, I set my jaw 
and started preparing them for bed. The 
way that Ray and I looked at life, from 
opposite viewpoints, was the main rea- 
son for our breakup. And if two grown- 
ups couldn’t do anything about the thing 
that destroyed their marriage, then how 
could two children even imagine what 


the problem was? 

The thing that bothered me most, as I 
sat alone in the dark, quiet house, where 
we lived with my brother and his wife, 


was the obvious fact that Billy and Ellen 
had the time of their lives whenever they 
were with their father. I’d always told 
myself that was because they were too 
young to know what kind of man he was. 

But now I wondered if that was the 
real reason. Sure, Ray was charming. He 
could smile and captivate a child as eas- 
ily as he did mature women. Billy, who 
was only six, would naturally adore his 
father, and Ellen, with all the budding 
romance of a ten-year-old, would cer- 
tainly glamorize Ray into some sort of 
Prince Charming. Could it be that there 
was more to their fascination for the 
man I had sworn to forget? 

lo be sure, I was once dazzled by 


Ray’s charm and overwhelming person- 
ality. He was the kind of man who could 
excite any woman. I was no exception. 
In fact, | was so taken by him that I fell 


in love and married him against my bet- 
ter judgment. Maybe — like so many 
women in love—TI was sure I could 
change him, make him over into the man 
I wanted him to be. 

[hey say that opposites shoald marry, 
but in our case we were just too dif- 
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ferent. To me, life was serious, and only 
people who were hard-working, thrifty 
and conservative were worthwhile. My 
parents, who owned their own home in 
Brooklyn where I was born and grew up, 
were perfect examples of the solid-citizen 
types who lived in our neighborhood. 

Ray Henry came crashing into my 
quiet, orderly world like a Vanguard 
missile blown off course. His only am- 
bition in lifewas to have fun. He 
couldn’t hold onto money and seldom 
thought about the future. 


Ray came crashing into my quiet, orderly world like «¢ 
Vanguard missile blown off course, our first day setti 
the pattern for a crazy, whirlwind courtship. 
riage and two children later, he still hadn’t settled down 


“What’s the use of living if you can’t 
have fun, Georgia?” he used to laugh, 
and instead of getting angry I'd only 
shake my head in wonder at the way 
nothing ever seemed to disturb him. 

Ray’s infectious, devil-may-care grin 
and his way with words are the only 
explanation for the way he could twist 
me around his finger. I’d never met a 
man like him and I was swept off my 
feet. 

To tell the truth, I hadn’t met very 
many men at all. My parents kept me 
sheltered until I was ready for high 
school, then sent me to live with relatives 
while I attended an all-girl school. When 
my parents died, about six months 
apart, I returned to Brooklyn, giving up 
my plans to become a teacher. My broth- 
er Edgar took over the house and I kept 
it for him. 

Whenever I went out it was with Ed- 
gar and his girl friend, Ida. Even after 
they got married, so we were a threesome 
at house parties, the movies and outings. 
I guess I was well on the way to becom- 
ing an old maid, even though | was only 
twenty-three. Spinsterhood, you know, 
is not a question of age but of attitude 
toward life. 

I didn’t worry about the fact there 
was no excitement or romance in my 
life; I guess I didn’t know what I was 
missing. I had a vague idea that some- 








day I would meet a sensible, steady man 
who would make a good provider and 
we would get married and raise a family, 

Then I met Ray and felt the first stir. 
rings of emotion. Our first date set the 
pattern for the crazy, whirlwind court. 
ship that followed. Half the time I didn’t 
know where I was—not that I cared as 
long as I was with Ray. We had been 
introduced at the home of friends and 
I remember watching with disapproval 
as Ray—to my way of thinking, made a 
fool of himself. He acted as the life of 


But a ma 


the party, clowning, telling jokes and 
flirting with all the women. 

I had to admit he carried it off well. 
Tall and good-looking, Ray was too full 
of life to feel self-conscious, even when 
a joke flopped or a woman rebuffed his 
playful advances. He just laughed and 
tried again. I wasn’t too favorably im- 
pressed with the brash young man and 
whenever he included me in his foolish- 
ness, | put him in his place with a few 
well-chosen words that would have 
crushed the ordinary fellow. 

But Ray was not an ordinary person. 
I got further proof of that the next night 
when he unexpectedly appeared at the 
house. I was so surprised to see him 
standing there in the door, smiling down 
at me, I couldn’t think of a suitably in- 
dignant way to say no when he sug: 
gested going for a ride. 


HAT was the beginning. We started 

driving in his car and before long | 
had thawed out enough to laugh at his 
funny stories and even talk a little bit 
about myself. When we finally stopped, 
we were all the way up in Connecticut 
at a little water-front cafe. 

“The seafood is wonderful here,” Ray 
said. “I had a taste for some and | 
thought you’d be good company on the 
ride up.” 

I stared at him. “You know what? 
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You’re crazy!” I blurted out. 


by the wave of passion that rolled over 


nan 

and Ray laughed. “I know it. That’s why me, drowning all my inhibitions. “Oh, 
ily, this crazy old world doesn’t get me down Ray—my sweet!” I cried. “I love you 
tir. the way it does some people. Take a so much!” And then I let go the last 
the good look at the average man and wom- of my reserve and lost myself in the 
urt- an. They go through life in a daze. Like Paradise of love... . 

In’t they were afraid to live a little. I say, 

as nuts to that! You live until you die, so domme I got home the next day, I 
een you might as well have a ball, baby.” was so ashamed of myself that I 
and Naturally, I argued with him, trying vowed I would never see Ray again. But 
val to get across my philosophy of life. It as I thought about what had happened 
lea was four o’clock in the morning when I and about the way I knew that accord- 
. of got home from that first date. Like I ing to my strict beliefs, marriage was the 


The bills grew bigger and I became more 
unhappy, but Ray went along his merry 


way, content as long as he could have his 


e 


* 


a 


fun. 





and said, fromi then on, life was like that. only answer to the diiemma I found my- 
After the first couple of times out self in. Yet, I knew that Ray regarded 
ell. with him, I told Ray he was wasting his marriage as a trap devised by women to 
full time coming around. “I’m not the kind snare poor, unsuspecting males. Also, I 
hen of girl for you,” I told him. “We can was not sure I should marry Ray, even 
his only end up hurting each other.” if he got off his merry-go-round of fun 
and We were in Ray’s furnished room, long enough to face a preacher. 
im- where I had gone to get some pictures How would it work out? What con- 
and of me he had taken at the beach the week _flicts would arise? 
ish. before. I pretended not to notice the un- I soon found out. Ray loved me 
few tidiness, which was one of the many enough to marry me but he warned me 
ave things about him that irritated me. Ray that he would never change. “Never is a 
smiled gently and sat beside me on the long, long time, darling,” I smiled. 
on. § bed. Ray said, “Maybe you'll be the one to 
ght “Yes, we are different,” he agreed, change. Have you ever thought of that?” 
the “but that must be the reason I go for Of course, I hadn’t. Why should I? 
iim} =you in such a big way.” My way was right. But now, as I thought 
wn My heart started beating faster, but I back over the years, I was not so sure. 
in-— reminded myself that for the first time The problems that our marriage brought 
ug-— in my life I was alone in a man’s apart- might all have been avoided if only one 
ment. I must keep calm. But it was hard of us had given in a little. I had always 
to remain aloof with him so close and had strong family feelings and assumed 
ted § looking at me the way he was. that after we were married, Ray and I 
g | Ray’s arm slipped around my waist, would live in the house with my brother 
hisf pulling me hard against him. “Georgia and his wife. Ray wouldn’t hear of it. 
bit} —darling!!” he said into my ear. “If “T had too much family when I was 
ed, only you'd relax a little. You don’t know a kid, Georgia,” he said. “The day I 
cut} what you’re missing by holding in your _ reached eighteen I moved away by my- 
emotions. Come on, baby—let go!” self and that’s the way it’s been ever 
Ray I felt his lips covering my face with since. You can move in with me.” 
11§ burning kisses and I was returning Of course, that was impossible. One 
the them, hungrily, eagerly. My arms went could barely live in that room of his, not 
around his neck and I clung to him as_to mention two. So, after our first ar- 
at? | if to keep myself from being swept away gument, we found an apartment and 
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moved into it. I know now that it was 
much too big and expensive for a young 
couple just starting out. 

When bills began to mount up, I sug- 
gested that Ray get a smaller car. He 
hit the ceiling. “Baby, if you’d walked 
as many miles as I did, you’d feel the 
same way I do!” he argued. “My first 
job, I got myself a car. I’ve been riding 
on rubber ever since.” 

So we kept the big car and the big 
apartment and a lot of other things we 
might have done without, but which 
neither one of us would give up. When 
Ellen was born, I thought Ray might 
change a little. He didn’t. He bought 
so extravagantly for the baby that the 
doctor bill wasn’t paid for almost a year. 

“My kid is going to have everything 
—all the things I missed when I was 
growing up,” he insisted. 

“But there are some things a child 
needs that money won’t buy,” I told him. 
“Security—love, attention. Money in the 
bank will do the baby more good than 
all those dolls and toys you bought her.” 

Now, recalling that time, I wondered 
if Ray’s behavior was not the result of 
his unhappy childhood. He had been 
one of five kids in a family that couldn’t 
afford even one child. Toys, candy, mov- 
ies—all the things that kids love were 
things he’d had to do without. 

Why make excuses for him? I asked 
myself bitterly. Whatever the reason, 
Ray was still a little boy at heart, a hun- 
gry little kid with five dollars burning a 
hole in his pocket. 

When Billy was born, we were so deep- 
ly in debt that we had to move in with 
my brother. When the Haby was old 
enough to be left with my sister-in-law, 
I went back to work. It took a long time 
and a lot of sacrificing, but we finally 
managed to get our heads above the wa- 
ter. , 

I thought it was time then to make a 
home for ourselves. My brother offered 
to convert the second floor of the house 
into an apartment for us if we would 
share expenses. It sounded good to me, 
but Ray balked. It was not that he didn’t 
like Edgar or that we all didn’t get along 
well. Ray just didn’t want the responsi- 
bility. “If we rent a place, there'll be no 
headaches, no responsibility,” he said. 
“You pay your rent once a month and 
that’s the end of it.” 

It was the same way with spending 
money for things we didn’t need. If Ray 
had let me keep (Continued on Page 62) 
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Style No. 326—-GOOD THEATRE. For 
an evening of compliments — Rayon 
crepe with its provocative draped 
neckline dipped low in back to 
punctuate the sheath lines daringly. 
Black. 


Style No. 2710 — PLEAT TRICK. In a 
washable blend of Acrilon and Ray- 
on, tucked on the turtleneck collar 
and bodice, whirling out in a wide 
sweep of permanent pleats. Powder 
blue, red, turquoise or grey. 


Style Ne. 322—CHEMISE SOPHISTI- 
CATE. Completely steal the show 

with this stylish bloused back and J 
bow. Luxury rayon menswear comes 

in fashion’s latest exciting colors. 
Beige, black, red. 





Style No. 345 — CUTE AS A KITTEN. 
That's you, in this young, young 
dress of flocked rayon acetate ver- 
dero. Plunging V neckline and full -— T= 


flared skirt. Black, red, aqua. 
a Sivlark Originals” *s 


DEPT. 71-21 , Asbury Park, N. . 
70 PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
/ ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— \ 
I save over 7Sc in C.O.D. fees. 





f= OC.O.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount “y 
I plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. . 
I may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied. 


4 Style No.| Size | ise Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice 
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MART WOMEN will look to the 
influence of, Paris designers 
this fall for latest up-to-the-minute 
changes that will affect their 
clothes dollar. Whether they orig- 
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VERY WOMAN, whether she’s a petite size seven or a healthy size sixteen, 

dreams of a trip to Paris and a first-hand showing of famous French originals. 
Chances are slim for this to become a reality, but for Freda DeKnight, TAN’s Home 
Service Editor, a visit to Paris is almost a yearly occurrence. 

This summer, after getting the royal carpet treatment from Europe’s top couture 
houses, she returned with a group of exclusive outfits for her Ebony Fashion Fair, 
which will tour the U. S. from October to December, as well as some unusual pictures 
featuring French models for TAN’s fashion pages. 

Once again members of the French haute couture have dictated a dramatic fashion 
change that revamps old silhouettes and introduces new ones. In the wake of 


Fashion Forecast From Paris: 


ht has long-haired black 
T slacks worn with loose 
t in sleek grey velvet. 


White dress of thick, knobby wool Short sport coat (about 20 inches 
has loosely-fitted neckline with ties. from the floor) is in new material of 
and flat box pleats on each Side. thick, shaggy, green mohair wool 
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modih 
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vanishing waistlines and peeping kneecaps, the fashion outlook for 1958-59 is 
delightfully startling. Skirts are gently lifted 18 inches from the floor, clothes are 
fitted only at the shoulders and the barest suggestion of shape is artfully hinted. 
Two silhouettes, the trapeze and the Empire line, are established as being the key 
to most styles. The trapeze silhouette with its triangular look of width and bulk 


has opened new avenues for weightier material, such as shaggy fur blends and 


bulky woolens. The Empire lines’ misplaced waistline suggests softer, more clinging 
fabrics that drape softly around the body. TAN’s fashions are from the showings 
of J. Tiktiner, Syma, and Pierre Billet. 
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Collarless dress of beige wool has { combination of two looks, chemise Two-piece ensemble in grey, blac 
: 
; nodified trapeze line with pockets and trapeze, highly-styled dress in and white striped wool has 7, length 
gh on bodice and low on skirt white wool has silver lame trim tunic. that buttons in the back 
— 
—— 








HEN THE HOLIDAYS are in full swing and the big, im- 

portant dinners are out of the way, left-over meats such as 
ham, turkey and chicken present a problem. At this point the 
woman who loves to cook soon comes up with the idea of a cas- 
serole, a souffle or a pot pie. 

There is a small joke among cooks that the works of great chefs 

| are heralded not with their creation of a culinary masterpiece, but 
} with their presentation of a delectable casserole from the left-overs 
of their masterpieces. 

The wise hostess who has a supply of meats and vegetables left 
from an extra special dinner can convert them into use for less 
important lunches. Chances are the guests will never dream of 
her economical gesture. 

Because casseroles are quick and easy to make they can be pre- 
pared in the morning for reheating later in ‘the day. 





Turkey Pie Casserole 















Melt 3 fosp. butter, add 4 tbsp. flour. Stir in 11% cups 
broth, % cup milk, My tsp. salt, 14 tsp. paprika, 14 tsp. 
Onion salt and 1 tsp pepper. Cook, stirring constantly 
Untu tatekened. Stir in 2 cups diced, cooked turkey, 
| Gnd Teup cooked vegetables. Pour mixture in a casse- 
| vole Wish, Gnd place in 425°F. oven for 10 minutes. 
Cover wih an uncooked cornbread topping. Continue 
} aking until topping is browned, 20-25 minutes 
| 


W salmon souffie stands proudly awaiting the first cut 
0) the Serving spoon. The awe-inspiring souffle is very 
Simpleto make and is a perfcet luncheon dish for the 
Gusy holiday season. Remember that it’s better to let 
ie yguests wait for the souffle than to let the delicate 
Soupie wait for the guests. Write for recipe. 







Salmon Souffle 






Corn and Chicken Scallop 






Corn and chicken seallop casserole is one of the easi 





est dishes to make and can be prepared as one large, 





aes ; , } 
or six Individual casseroles depending on the numover 





of servings desired, For speciai inv bake then 






separately with a delectable topping. Write for recipe 
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Party Casserole 
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Velt 4 tbsp. fat in saucepan and saute 1 onion, 1 green pepper and 
several stalks celery, all chopped fine, for 5 minutes. Stir in 14 cup 
flour; add 2 cups water or vegetable liquid and 1 bouillion cube. Stir 
until mixture thickens; reduce heat and cook 20 minutes. Add 2 cups 
diced, cooked beef, chicken, ham or turkey, 1 cup cooked carrots and *4 
cup cooked peas. Season with dash of pepper and %% tsp. salt. Pour 
into large casserole. Add 1% cup milk and 3 tbsp. butter to 2 cups hot, 


mashed potatoes. Arrange on top of casserole and bake until brown. 





Holiday Specialty 


In 14 cup butter saute 1 pod garlic, 1 medium onton, | green 
pepper and % cup celery, all chopped fine. Add 3 cups left 
over beef, ham or lamb cut in small pieces. Add 1 can mush- 
rooms, drained, ] small can water chestnuts, chopped or ('2 
lb. salted almonds), % cup chopped pimiento, | tsp. paprika, 


14 tsp. curry powder, 1 tsp. salt and dash of red pepper. Add 





3 cups cooked rice and toss with ingredients. Place in casse- 


role, sprinkle with chopped parsley and heat thoroughly. 
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CLEANING FOR THE HOLIDAY SEASON 


| ;\ VERY HOSTESS KNOWS that the first step toward entertaining holiday guests is a spic and span house. 
4 Between the hustle and bustle of party plans and shopping, housework, too often, is happily overlooked. 
However, with the proper cleaning aids it can be done fast and efficiently with time left over for other matters. 
Since few women can afford outside help, they are usually left to rely on their own resources. Cleaning 
agents are now available for consumer use that are practically guaranteed to make house cleaning a pleasant 
and easy job. With such aids as “Easy Glamur,” a one-step liquid cleaner, 
soil is whisked away in a jiffy, upholstery is revitalized in minutes, and 
arpets shine like magic. 
To help make house cleaning easier, it’s a good idea to set up a work EW LE 
plan or schedule weeks before the holiday crowd arrives. Decide what \ \ 
household cleaning jobs must be done, and when they can best be accom- : 
plished. Check to see that the cleaning equipment is in order and that the , 
supply of soap powders, cleaners and cloths is sufficient. Schedules vary 
with every woman and while it may take only a few days to get your house 
n apple-pie order, it might, with planning, require even less time. Put all 
leaning equipment into use from the smallest vacuum attachments to 
specially finished cleaning cloths. When the party gathers you will be able 


to appreciate your clean home. 






























Dirt and grime on upholstery can be 
cleaned with short, circular brushing motion. 





easy one-hand back and forth motion rugs and carpets A household cleaner with a dual role not only germ-proofs rugs for 
kly and efficiently cleaned with a minimum of effort. baby to play on, but is also used to clean and sanitize his toys. 
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short hair, thin hair, any hair, 


with low-priced, wonder working 


OWARD REAL HAIR PIECES 


it off. Try, and see for yourself 
what Howard Tresses can do to 
give you that glamor girl look. 
You don’t risk a cent. Money back 
guarantee protects you. Choose 
from among the lovely styles on 
this page and send your order in 
today. Mail the coupon below. 

STYLE SHOWN: 400 — Page Boy ... .$2.99 
Also available: 401 — Extra Heavy . .$4.50 


SO EASY TO ADD THE LENGTH, THICKNESS, AND RICHNESS YOU WANT 
Easier Than 1-2-3 

Part your own hair at area where piece 

will be applied. Halos 1 inch from hair- 

line. Pageboys 2 inches from the nape of neck. 


your hair can have this 
ff for only = 
H 


Howard Hair Pieces, even at low, 
low prices, have a magic all their 
own in creating beauty! They will 
do your hair styling for you better 
than you or a beautician could do 
with your own natural hair. The 
amount of money, time, work and 
trouble you save by using Howard 
Hair Pieces will make you bless the 
day you sent for yours. Don’t put 


Why waste hundreds : 
of dollars and months : 1 
of time for treatments : Se 
that won’t addasingle : 

hair or an inch to the 
hair you have? 

Every step is as easy as 
putting on these Howard 
Page Boys. 
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NOTHING IN THE WORLD, ABSOLUTELY NOTHING, 


part. 
Comb your own hair 

















810: Marvel Glamour. 1/ cap foun- 
dation. Lustrous feather curis. Cov- 
ers head yet not a full wig $12.99 
811: Extra rich and heavy . .$15.99 


207: Fashioned Halo. Short, feath- 
ered over and under effect all 
around with bang. Really different 


$9.99 
208: Same only extra heavy $10.99 











435: Hale Bangs. Short feathered 
effect around sides and back with 
short front bang. Encircles head 


$9.99 
436: Same only extra heavy $10.99 


715: Chignon. Made of finest im- 
ported hair on a plump wool roll 







-99 
714: Much heavier for fuller love- 
liness 









Your new outer beauty gives you new inner happiness, confi- 
dence, and wonderful poise. Your beauty is guaranteed. Mail 
the coupon today. 


the most beautiful women in the world wear 


howar diw 


THE HIGH-STYLED, LOW-PRICED BEAUTY AIDS 
317 West 125th St., New York 27, N.Y. 


Place weave of piece against scalp at 


into the piece for a most natural effect. 


over the weave and 


CAN DO FOR YOU AS MUCH AS HOWARD TRESSES! 









201: Feather Page Boy. Full feather 
curls. Two rows of love-lines. 
Easily restyled ........... x 
202: Extra heavy. Life-Long weave 
$7.99 


100: Pony Tail. Youthful and fresh. 
Soft end curls for a most natural 


eee e eserves ceseerecee * 


style $9 
101: Extra thick: extra loveliness 
$5.75 








310: Curl Bang. Front roll bang 
across forehead with lovely cluster 
curl on top of head. Combination 
hairpiece 
311: Same only extra heavy $5. 


420: Short Page Boy. Luxuriously 
styled short page boy. 14 inches 
wide, it extends past the ears 
for a lovely hair style 75 
421: Same only extra heavy $7.99 
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$399 $575 


howard 317 West 125th St., New York 27, N.Y. Dept. TA-s 
Please send me the hair. style in the correct shade to match my hair. I 
understand that you will select and/or make this for me and me alone. 
You also guarantee that I must be satisfied.or I can get my money back 
right away, or exchange it for anything else. 
check here for matching COLOR 

Q Jet Black Off Black Dark Brown (0 Mixed Grays 
] | enclose SAMPLE, match exactly (for light shades and mixed grays add $2) 

SEW Whe 5 sca aw tes cesea tens 


SR re ee | Se eee 
| enclese FULL AMOUNT, this saves me all postal charges 
Send C.0.D., | will pay full price plus postage and small handling fee 
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Style 1040: Bou 
Style 1041 





All Howard Wigs are low, low priced . . . but no price, no matter how 
high, can buy you Howard quality and perfection. So don’t waste another 
minute of your precious life. And don’t waste another cent of your hard- 
earned money trying to fight that hopeless battle against burned up, 
broken hair, too short hair or hair so kinky that it costs you a fortune to 
keep it from going back. No matter what your hair and scalp troubles, 
Howard Full Cap Wigs can give you the hair of your dreams. 





1035: Italian Sissily. Full cap 


8100: = Old standby. Fea- 
| = Short feather curls. Ribbon 


ther curls around. .- 


1423 Sweetheart Poedie. Latest 2010: Elegance. Exciting, short 
dle a curls and waves. Ri' 
uris brushed casually. . 
1424 Same only made of Super- 
Fine hair on Sure-Fit foundation. 
$55.00 








Yr = You can have the ; 

; most attractive hair fe a d 4 aw 
oft ve in the world. VO Vy ae | 
a =/Wear a Howard Full-Cap . ai oun ee as 

Y= =) Custom-Made Wig. Many ar a Tb stion twig) back into the wig for 
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Child Care: 
Set Examples 
In Tidiness 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 
ITH SCHOOL ON AGAIN and 
all of the activities that Ruth par- 
ticipates in, it would seem that she could 
develop some sense of responsibility,” 
Mrs. Brown complained as I wrote the 
prescription for her youngest child’s 
cold. “I’ve done everything; I’ve talked 
until I’m blue in the face, but she still 
leaves her clothes for me to pick up; 
she leaves records on the hi fi, books on 
the floor, caps off the toothpaste, and 
honestly, by the time I pick up after her 
and her father, too, I’m exhausted. The 
worst thing is that my little son Donnie 
is getting to be just as bad as Ruth and 
my husband.” 
Mrs. Brown seemed so agitated I felt 
a little advice wouldn’t be resented. 
“Do you remember the old adage, 
‘Monkey see, monkey do’?” I asked her. 
“Of course,” she smiled and seemed to 
relax. 
“Well, children are just like little 
monkeys, and your daughter has been 


doing what she sees her father doing day 


after day, and now, Donnie is coming 
along and he is aping his sister and 
father. Unfortunately, you have waited 
on your husband hand and foot, and now 
your daughter expects it, and with your 
little boy growing up in the same pattern 
you are in for trouble. 

“TI suggest that you start with your 
husband. Tell him your problem and 
urge him to accept his responsibilities 
in making the home as attractive as 
possible by picking up his clothing, 
washing out the tub after he has used it, 
and so on. Maybe he can let Donnie help 
wash the car or fix up the workshop. 

“As your children watch you and your 
husband meeting your responsibilities, 
they will want to share in their parents’ 
way of life.” 

Mrs. Brown looked at me thoughtfully, 
and | felt that one husband and father 
was going to learn to pick up his clothes 
and accept the responsibilities of being 
a father and an example to his children. 
I hoped that I wouldn’t lose my patient 
as a result of my forthright advice. 











l 
l 
[ 


« 


. 


NK 

Mc 
letter 

confis 


In | 
service 
sent tc 


In L 
Dr. Ec 
wife, | 
a poor 


In k 
ing in 
arrest, 


heaved 


In V 
checks 
tures b 


In [ 
off wit 
and mt 


In i 
and Rx 
until th 


In D 
Reason 
Cooky 
the bur 


In N 
dental] 
patio of 
This tir 








and 
par- 
yuld 
ty,” 

the 
ild’s 
lked 
still 
up; 
3 on 
and 
her 
The 
nnie 
and 


felt 


age, 
her. 
d to 


ittle 
een 
day 
ling 
and 
ited 
now 
jour 


our 
and 
ities 
. as 
ing, 
d it, 
help 
hop. 


our 
nts’ 
ally, 
ther 


thes 


ren. 
ient 























N KINGSPORT, TENN., police hot on the trail of escaped prisoner William B. 

McReynolds were handed their best clue by the escapee himself. The clue: a 
letter from McReynolds, asking the police to return his billfold containing $27.22, 
confiscated when he was arrested. 


* * * oe 
In Mobile, Ala., 27-year-old parolee Perry Denson was arrested for robbing a 


service station, offered no explanation to amazed police who discovered he had been 
sent to prison for robbing the same station six years ago. 


* * ta * 


In Detroit, Mich., where he was charged with deserting his wife and three children, | 
Dr. Edward C. Lockhart gave his reasons in court. According to Lockhart: 1) his 
wife, Jeane, threatened his life; 2) she refused to prepare his meals; 3) she was 
a poor housekeeper. 


* * a * 


In Kampala, Uganda, an African policeman won a promotion for his quick think- 
ing in capturing a fleeing thief, who, after jumping into the Nile river to escape 


arrest, quickly returned to shore and the waiting arms of the law when the policeman | 


heaved a rock into the river and yelled: “Look out—crocodile!” 
* * * * 


In Warren, Ark., 23-year-old Walter Patton Jr., admitted stealing two government 
checks, totaling $208.50, from mailboxes and solving the problem of forging signa- 
tures by getting them cashed by signing them with an “X.” 


* * * * 


In Detroit, Mich., Ernest Harris, 59, called police to go after thieves who made 
off with his hi-fi set, ended up getting arrested himself when officers found tip sheets 
and mutual bets in his apartment. 


* * * a 


In Indianapolis, Ind., police were impressed with the sight of Oscar Johnson, 20, 
and Robert Brooks, 22, kneeling before a statue at Holy Angels Catholic church 
until they discovered why the two were on their knees: they were shooting dice. 


* * * * 


In Detroit, Mich., a cocker spaniel named Cooky was really in the dog house. 
Reason: brothers James and Joseph Sutton and a companion, Willie Logan, took 
Cooky along when the trio looted a cleaning shop; Cooky barked so loud during 
the burglary that a neighbor called police. 


* * * * 


In Norfolk, Va., Mrs. Marilda Hendrix, dusting off her husband’s pistol, acci- 
dentally fired the gun, wounding her mate, Grady, in the ankle as he stood on the 
patio of their home. Excited, Mrs. Hendrix tightened her finger on the trigger again. 
This time she got him in the other ankle. 
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Out For All She Could 
Get 


(Continued from Page 21) 


care about her. It’s you. You can’t let 
her—” 

“Tt’s my job,” he said. “I’m not worried 
about it.” 

But I worried plenty. Dan had given the 
company his loyalty and his ambition. He 
worked as hard as any two men. And Dan’s 
future was mine. 

I had never tried to push him around or 
to interfere with his decisions about his 
job. Dan was a man who strongly resented 
being maneuvered into anything he hadn’t 
decided for himself. I wanted it that way. 
When we married, there would be no argu- 
ment about who was the head of our family. 
Not that he was domineering; he was 
always considerate, thinking of me, my 
wishes in everything we did together. But 


he had a fine masculine pride I loved him | 


for and I wasn’t the type to be a bossy, 
conniving woman. 


And yet, this danger from Joni was | 


something he couldn’t judge. It wasn’t 
merely jealousy on my part and certainly 


not envy; any woman could draw attention | 
the way she did. But Joni was the kind of | 


trouble that could destroy the success I 


wanted for Dan. I wasn’t imagining this | 


thing between her and Carl. 

Joni was obvious about it. And Carl was 
making a fool of himself over her. If it had 
been just an office affair, I might have 
ignored it as none of my business. But 
Joni was strictly out for what she could get. 
Anything she got would be by walking over 
Dan. 

I saw the way she behaved in Carl’s 
ofice when she took copy in for his 
approval. Joni sprawled back in the chair 
so he couldn’t help looking at her legs or 
perched on the corner of his desk so Carl 
stood over her and looked down her dress 
the other way. And once or twice, I knew 
they had been kissing from the way they 
guiltily moved apart when I came in. 

Until Joni started to work for the com- 
pany, it was always Dan and I who had 
lunch with Carl at the cafeteria. Carl took 
Dan into his confidence, sought Dan’s judg- 
ment on a lot of matters that came up 
informally at lunch. But now, Carl and 
Joni went out early and came back late 
and Dan and I weren’t invited to join them. 
Joni was too busy playing knees under the 
table with him for Carl to think of in- 
cluding Dan. 

I began to wish Carl’s wife would drop 
into the office and get a good look at Joni. 
I knew if there was anything Carl feared, 
it was his wife. Mrs. Bonner had been 
threatening a divorce and if she went 

through with it, she would take Carl for 
all the alimony the courts would allow. I 
certainly had no liking for her. She was a 
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sort who seem to have been born suspi- 
cious. 

When I first began as Carl’s secretary, 
she was immediately suspicious of me. For 
no reason except that she wouldn’t trust 


Carl near any woman. He had no more 
appeal for me than a piece of office furni- 
ture, but she had me so mad and upset I 
was almost ready to quit. If it hadn’t been 
for my pride and then my falling in love 
with Dan and wanting to be near him in 


his work, I might have walked out to take 
another job. 

Mrs. Bonner had a sneaking way of con- 
stantly checking up on Carl; phone calls 
and breezing into the office as though she 


expected the worst and hoped to catch me 
in her husband’s arms. I was tempted more 
than once to tell her to go out and clean 


her mind. But gradually, she seemed to 
accept the fact that I just worked there. 
Maybe my engagement to Dan helped calm 
her down. 

What got me was that she hadn’t been 
near the office in weeks. And here Joni 
was, getting away with everything Mrs. 
Bonner had wrongly suspected about her 
husband and me. Mrs. Bonner had accused 
Carl so often of being a cheat, she was 


blind to the truth when it really happened. 
Even so, being the woman she was, I didn’t 
understand how she could completely ig- 
nore what was so obvious with Joni. 
“There’s going to be one awful mess,” I 
told Dan. when we got to talking about it 


again Sunday night. We had been to din- 
ner and then the movies and were riding 
back to my place on the bus. “She'll make 
such a seandal they'll both get fired. The 
company won’t stand for that.” 

“Who?” 

“Mrs. Bonner,” I said. “When she finds 
out about Joni.” 

He turned to look at me, a quick anger 
in his face. “Ruth, I told you before—” 

[ know. You don’t believe me.” 

“Even if it were true, it’s nothing to us,” 
he said. “I don’t like gossip. And espe- 
cially, I don’t like it from you. It’s cheap. 
[t’s—” Dan stopped himself, as though he 
didn’t want to have an argument with me, 
but he let out his breath heavily and shook 
his head. “What’s got into you lately? 
Every time we mention Joni, you start 
something like this.” 

My cheeks stung, but I held back my 
It was no use. Joni was an attrac- 
tive girl trying to get ahead in the world 
and I was female and catty. That was how 
Dan took it. 

We got off the bus and walked up the 
street to my apartment. He came up the 
steps with me and I wanted to kiss him 
and forget Joni. But he still had to defend 
he I 

“Anybody would think Carl was your 
guy.” he said. “The way you talk.” 

“Sure,” I answered, my anger rising to 
his. “I’ve been having an affair with Carl 


answer. 


right along. Didn’t you know? Joni’s try- 
ing to cut me out. That’s the only possible 
reason I could have for—” 


“Ruth, shut up!” 


“Well, you,” I said. “Looking at her so 
hard you can’t see beyond her hips—you 
can’t see that she’s—” I broke it off and 
swung around to pull open the door. 

Dan caught my shoulders and I struggled 
a second to move away. His arms kept me 
and he brought me around and kissed me. 

“We're both being silly,” he said. “Say- 
ing things we don’t mean.” 

“Oh, Dan...” 

He held me close and we kissed again 
and it was better then. But it wasn’t right. 
Joni was still between us and I hated her 
for that. 


ONDAY MORNING it was after ten 

when Joni came to work. Let Dan or 
me try that and Carl would have demanded 
more of an explanation than she gave. Joni 
announced that she felt terrible. She was 
getting a cold and she just didn’t think she 
could make it in to work at all, but she 
couldn’t let the office down. What she had 
was a hangover. Dark-circled, bloodshot 
eyes and the shakes so bad she could 
hardly light a cigarette. 

When I went in later to take Carl’s dicta- 
tion, he was fixing himself a fizzing glass 
of headache powders. He looked bleary 
around the edges, too. I decided it was the 
same party. A cozy little weekend for two. 
And where had Mrs. Bonner been to let 
them get away with that? 

“Before we start on the letters,” he said, 
“T’d like you to type this up, Ruth. I want 
to send it upstairs for an okay. It’s on that 
direct mail campaign. Joni has some pretty 
good ideas on it.” 

“T thought Dan was handling that?” 

“Yes ... yes, he was—but any plan we 
can get—” He cleared his throat and un- 
easily began glancing through the other 
papers on his desk. “Make three copies, 
will you, Ruth?” 

The clipped-together notes he gave me 
were on a pale blue stationery, faintly 
perfumed. Her handwriting was bold and 
showy like everything else about Joni. I 
started to type and I stopped cold. I read 
the rest of it, staggered with disbelief that 
even she could be so brazenly dishonest. 

“Why, this is Dan’s,” I said, turning to 
Carl. “Every idea she has here. It’s prac- 
tically a carbon of the outline Dan did for 
you last week. He showed it to me. Joni 
must have stolen it out of his waste 
basket!” 

“Now, just a minute—” Carl got to his 
feet. 

“She’s nothing but a dirty little thief!” 

“That’s a pretty serious accusation, 
Ruth.” His face flushed. “And I happen 
to know it isn’t true. Joni worked on it 
all weekend. She gave her own time to it. 
I went over it with her. That is—I mean— 
Joni told me she—” 

“T don’t care what she told you!” It was 
all I could do to keep from saying I didn’t 
care whether Joni had been in bed with 
him when she wrote it. “It’s still Dan’s! 
And you didn’t think it was good enough 
to send upstairs when he turned it in!” 

“Because his work didn’t merit accept- 


ance,” he said. “I’m head of this depart. 
ment. That’s my decision to make.” Car] 
went back to his desk. He lowered his 
voice as if he were trying to keep his 
temper, reminding me of my position and 
his. “I’m willing to excuse this outburst, 
Ruth. I’m sure you spoke without realizing 
what you were saying. I know how you 
feel about Dan. You want him to get 
ahead. But you won’t help him by making 
ridiculous charges against another em. 
ploye.” 

“If you don’t believe it, check this 
against what Dan gave you.” 

“There’s no need for that,” Carl an 
swered. “There may be some slight simi- 
larity in a few points. After all, Dan’s been 
working on it a month. He should have 
come up with something we could use. I’m 
disappointed in what Dan did. That’s why 
I asked Joni to take a try at it. Asa 
matter of fact, I asked her to incorporate 
any of his ideas that seemed worthwhile.” 

“And you’re giving her the assignment.” 

“Yes, I am. Because Joni did the job 
Dan couldn’t do,” he said bluntly, his tone 
warning me the discussion was ended, 
“Now, suppose you concentrate on yours, 
Type that so we can get down to work.” 


WAS BOILING. I was so furious | 

couldn’t see the typewriter keys. At 
noon, instead of going to the cafeteria, | 
had Dan take me to a restaurant around 
the corner where we could be alone. | 
started to tell him then. But Dan’s reaction 
wasn’t what I expected. 

“Yes,” Dan said. “I know all about it 
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Ruth.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Joni explained to me that she had some 
ideas she had shown Carl. She didn’t want 
me to think she was deliberately cutting 
me out.” 

“She explained?” 

“Well, if she has something the company 
can use—” 

“Oh, Dan, don’t be stupid! She spent 
the weekend with Carl! That’s what he 
can use!” 

“Ruth—” 

“T know they did,” I said. “And the 
ideas Joni turned in were yours. She stole 
them from you. I had a fight with Carl 
about it. He—” 

“That’s fine,’ Dan cut me off. “That’ 
swell—what a wonderful way to get me it 
solid with the boss!” He gripped the edge: 
of the table. “Now, you listen to me—it! 
my job and you keep out of it!” 

“Dan!” 

“T don’t need you or anybody else t 
hold my job for me! If I haven’t enough 
ability to get by on my own, then I'd better 
quit right now!” 

“Ability has nothing to do with it! Thal 
little tramp is giving herself to Carl to— 

“That’s what you happen to think,” he 
stopped me again. “I’d want a lot mort 
proof before I'd believe it—of her or 0 
Carl. And if I did, that wouldn’t chang 
the fact that Joni produced a better piect 
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of work on this than I could do. Anyhow, 


Carl is convinced of that.” | Got Relief from Burning Misery of 


“And you’re just going to sit back and 


take it?” I asked. “You won’t accept my 
word that she robbed you? Dan, all you 
have to do is take a copy of your report 
upstairs. They'll see how original her work 
3 over Carl’s head?” “I work at a service station where my 
“Oh. Dan...” I sat sient Rand ever bis. hands take a beating from gasoline, oil 
“I love you for the man you are—honor- and grease. They used to sting and itch 
and become almost raw from irritation 
until I heard about Black and White 
Ointment. I started using it regularly. 
Now I have no trouble with the itching, 
burning misery and am glad to recom- 


able and decent. But you can’t judge 
others by the fact that you’re not a cheat. 
mend this wonderful ointment.”’ 


There are some rotten people in this world, 
you know. Joni’s one of them. Carl’s an- 
other.” 

“It wouldn’t be ethical,” he answered 
stubbornly. “I wouldn’t lower myself to do 
that.” 

The announcement was made two Mon- 
days later. It was thumbtacked to the 
bulletin board. Dan was already at his 
desk when I came in that morning. I saw 
from his face that something was wrong. 
With my coat still on, I read the notice. 
The typed words were a slap across my 
face: 

Miss Joni Germaine has been ap- 
pointed special administrative as- 
sistant to Mr. Carl Bonner, director 
of advertising, effective immedi- 
ately. This decision is in connec- 
tion with_long-considered plans to 
enlarge the activities of the de- 
partment... 

There was more. I didn’t read the rest. 
I went over to Dan. He looked up at me 
and what was in his eyes made me want 
to cry. I was too hurt, too heavy in my 
heart to say, “I told you so.” | 


John Ruffin 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, eczema, simple 
ringworm, Trial size only 20¢. Regular 
size only 35¢, and you get 41% times as 
much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 











Our whole future seemed to fall apart 
around me, the success of the years ahead. 
This promotion had been considered for 
weeks and Dan deserved it, but it had gone 
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I didn’t say it again to Dan. I didn’t 
argue with him. I kept my feelings from | 
Carl and even from Joni. Words wouldn’t | 
help, fury was no use. If Dan wouldn’t | 
fight for what was his, I had to fight for 
what was ours. 

There was only one way to deal with 
Carl. I needed proof, not guesses. 
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MADE an excuse to check the personnel 

records. I got Joni’s home address and 
I went there that night, watching from 
across the street. 

A new apartment building, swanky and 
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no light in the third floor apartment that | 
was hers, no sign of them. With growing | 
Weariness and disappointment, I was about | 
ready to leave when a taxi drew up in front | 
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Joni to the entrance and they said good- 
night. Carl went back to the cab and it 
drove away. 

But I couldn’t be wrong. There was 
more between them than this. A date for 
the evening, a flirtation that ended at Joni’s 


front door. Dinner together. But that 
wasn’t all. I knew it wasn’t. 

VMaybe not tonight. Tonight, maybe Carl 
had to get home to his wife. He wouldn’t 
dare stay with Joni every night, not with 
Mrs. Bonner as suspicious as she would be 


from the excuses Carl must have given her. 
[ went there again Wednesday night. 
rl came home with Joni, later than be- 
re. but the same thing again. A brief 
iss, Joni’s laughter, and she left him to 
o up to her apartment alone. 

Nothing. Not enough. And I couldn’t 
watch them every night. I couldn’t go 
through the physical ordeal of hiding there 
and what it cost me in self-respect. Sneak- 
ing. spying like a self-appointed private 
detective. 

Dan was beginning to wonder about me, 
too: the two dates I had begged out of and 
the evasive reasons I had given him. I 
hated to lie to Dan, but I couldn’t tell him 
what I was doing. 

There had to be another way to catch 
them together. I went through Carl’s desk 
Friday morning when he was out of the 


office. His memos, his papers, the stubs of 


his personal checkbook in the drawer. I 
didn’t like myself for it, but he had done 
worse to Dan and me. 

I didn’t really expect to find anything. 
The bill from the liquor store was luck. A 


bill for six bottles of bourbon, three of gin, 
one vermouth. Liquor delivered in his 

But it was the address that stopped 
The bill was made out to: 


name 


Mr. Carl Bonner 
1-C, Nelson Arms Apartments 
Crestview Boulevard 


Carl’s home was in suburban Roland 
Hills. The house he lived in with Mrs. 
Bonner was there. Not an apartment. If he 
kept an apartment, it was so he would have 
1 place to go with Joni, a place where they 
could spend an hour or a weekend, and no- 
body to know. 

I wasn’t wrong! I wondered that I could 
have been so stupid. Carl wouldn’t risk 
being caught in Joni’s apartment. She was 
too clever to invite that kind of trouble 
upon herself. They couldn’t go to a hotel, 
not without danger. But here, they could 
meet any time they pleased. Joni could be 
waiting for him, er Carl for her. 

When Carl’s wife phoned him at noon, I 
listened in on the conversation over the 
mnecting phone in my office. Apparently 
Mrs. Bonner’s sister was ill and she in- 
tended to visit her. I heard them talking 
ibout train reservations and Mrs. Bonner 
said something about hating to leave Carl 
alone all weekend. 

I slipped the receiver back silently. It 
was more of a break than I could have 
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hoped to have. I knew for sure Carl would 
be with Joni. I had promised to go out 
with Dan. But tonight, I was going to walk 
in on Carl and Joni at the Nelson Arms 
Apartments. 

“Dan, I’m sorry,” I told him that after- 
noon. “I just don’t feel well. I’m afraid 
I’m not up to going out tonight. 

“But honey—what is this? Every time 
we have a date.” 

“T can’t help it. Dan. I feel knocked out 
on my feet. All I want to do is crawl into 
bed and sleep.” I put my hand on his arm. 
“T wouldn’t be good company .. .” 

“Well—if you’re that tired—” He smiled 
a little. “As long as you’re not giving me 
the run-around with some other guy.” 

“Dan!” 

“Just a joke,” he said. “Sure, Ruth. 
You go home and get some rest. Plenty 
of other nights.” 


WENT home and waited until after 

nine. I planned exactly what I would 
do, rehearsed every step of it in my mind, 
with clear determination. 

Surprise would be on my side and guilt 
on theirs and Carl would have no choice. 
I went downstairs and walked up to the 
Avenue and found a taxi. I told the driver 
where to take me on Crestview Boulevard. 

I leaned back against the seat and tried 
to relax the tightening in my nerves. An- 
other taxi swung out behind us. I glanced 
around. It took the turn when we did. 
But when we cut across North Eleventh, it 
went the other way. 

With relief. I sat around again. I real- 
ized I had been holding my breath. But 
that was silly. Nobody would be following 
me. Not Dan, checking up on me. Cer- 
tainly not Dan. I had to get a grip on 
myself. 

The cab rounded the traffic circle and 
went a few blocks down Crestview. I 
watched the numbers on the buildings. 
“Next corner.” I told the driver. “You can 
let me out there.” 

“Want me to wait for you, lady?” 

“No.” I opened my purse. “I'll be 
awhile.” 

It was a section of converted brownstone 
houses, not a slum by any means, but it 
had seen more respectable days. Signs that 
advertised dressmaking and rooms for rent, 
small shops and small apartments, a 
neighborhood where not many questions 
would be asked. 

The old-fashioned entranceway 
white tile with brass name slots above the 
mail boxes. In the slot above the bell for 
4-C, there was no name. I didn’t ring the 
bell. The lower door was open. I walked 
in 


was 


I climbed the stairs. Fourth floor. Down 
the hall. I stood outside a moment. Music 
from a radio. I heard the laughter. Joni’s 
laughter. And then Carl’s voice, muffled 
by the closed door, but unmistakably 
Carl’s. I took a deep breath. I knocked on 
the door. 

The voices hushed. Only the radio, no 
other sound. I knocked again. 





“It’s Ruth,” I said. “You’d better talk 
to me, Carl.” 

He unlocked it then. “What’s the mean. 
ing of this? What right have you to— 

I pushed past him into the apartment. | 
caught a glimpse of Joni as she ducked 
for the bedroom. A glimpse of filmy, trans. 
parent lace and bold nakedness. I was 
filled with disgust for both of them. 

“How did you find us?” Carl demanded, 
his face florid. “You’ve got a hell of a 
nerve coming here!” 

“Never mind me,” I said. “Let’s talk 
about you. Let’s talk about a man who’: 
so low he’d destroy another man’s future 
for a chance to cheat on his wife!” 

“This has nothing to do with business!” 

“T’ll say it hasn’t!” I faced him coldly, 
I looked at Carl and looked through him, 
“But this seems to be the way you do busi- 
ness, Carl. You asked for it.” 

“What do you want?” 

“Just this,” I said. “You’re going to fire 
Joni and you’re going to give Dan the pro. 
motion that should have been his.” 

“You’re crazy!” 

“Because if you don’t,” I told him, “if 
you don’t give Dan every break you know 
he deserves. I’ll give your wife enough evi- 
dence to drag you through the divorce 
courts until you and Joni haven’t a shred 
of reputation left. Until you haven't a 
penny left in the bank and no decent com 
pany would ever hire you.” 

“That’s blackmail!” 

“No, Carl,” I held his eyes with mine, 
“Tt’s simple honesty.” 

Before he could answer, there was 2 
pounding on the door behind me. I whirled 
around. Someone had followed me. lh 
panic, I thought of Dan. 

I was as stunned as Carl. My brain 
screaming. My body rigid with shock. Bu 
it couldn’t be. It couldn’t be Dan! 

“Oh, my God!” Carl whispered hoarsely. 
“Why now—what else?” 

A man’s fist banging on the door. The 
knob rattled. But several voices. And 
someone had a key. Maybe the janitor. the 
building superintendent. I heard the key 
snap in the lock. The door slammed open 
wide. 

The janitor and two policemen in un 
form—and Carl’s wife. 

“Ts this the guy, lady?” one of the cop: 
asked her. “This your husband?” 

“Yes,” Mrs. Bonner said. “And she’s tht 
girl.” She came up to me. “You little slut! 
Thought you were getting away with it 
didn’t you? I’m not that stupid! I knew 
what you and Carl were up to right along 
I’ve had a private detective watching thi 
place for weeks. I gave you enough rop 
to hang yourself. You couldn’t wait to g¢! 
to him tonight, could you?” Her hand 
whipped across my face. “You cheaj 
tramp!” 

“Hey—” The cop pulled her awaji 
“We'll handle this.” 

“J want them arrested,” Mrs. Bonne 
said, “for adultery!” 

“Oh, no—no! You can’t believe—” & 
head was reeling. “Not me! She’s the o 
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—in the bedroom! In here!” I started for 
the bedroom. “Carl, tell them!” 

I opened the door. I stopped dead, star- 
ing into the room. Joni wasn’t there. 

Her stockings scattered on the bed, the 
black lace gown. A window to the fire 
escape at the back of the building. Joni 
had ducked to put her clothes on when 
I came in. She had heard the police and 
grabbed her dress. Joni had run. 

I turned to Carl. “Please—tell them 
I'm not lying! Carl—you can’t let them 
think I—” 


“They’ve got us, Ruth,” he said with a 


shrug. “No use putting on an act. We 
might as well admit it.” 
I gripped the frame of the door. My 


nails dug into the wood. This was Carl’s 
vengeance for what I had meant to do to 
him. He had nothing else to lose by 
saying I had been with him. Anything 
I said now would sound like a hysterical 
lie against his admission of guilt. Carl was 
paying me back in bitterness and protect- 
ing Joni. 

The scandal I had theatened him with 
would cover me with filth. I would be 
dragged through the public shame of the 
charges Mrs. Bonner intended to make. 
The police summoned on an emergency 
call of trouble, a common brawl to splash 
it into the newspapers with the most pub- 
licity she could get. Everyone would be- 
lieve what she had called me. And Dan. 
What else could he believe? That I was 
there to blackmail Carl? 

Dan! The dates I had broken, the joke 
that was no longer a joke about my cheat- 
ing with some other man. And tonight. 
what I had said to Dan about tonight, “A// 
I want to do is crawl into bed and sleep 
.-” Into Carl’s bed, Dan would think. 

I knew then how low I had come. I had 
brought myself down to Carl’s level. I was 
no better than Carl and Joni. Sneaking. 
lying, crawling in their dirt to use it against 
them. 

Joni had a price and this was mine. 
§ Time couldn’t measure the torment I lived 
through in that single minute of seeing my 
® whole life ruined. Hell isn’t measured in 
time, not in the few seconds of agonizing. 
brutal clarity that let me see myself for 
what I was and for what would become 
of me. That was an eternity as long as 
the last breath of someone drowning, as 
helpless in terror as the last minute before 


death. 


WAS ONLY DIMLY conscious of the 

sudden commotion behind me. The 
voices and the people that had lost reality 
against this bigger consciousness of my- 
self. I turned and saw Joni and even that 
didn’t break through the awful wall of my 
own guilt for a moment. My eyes saw her 
and it registered without meaning in my 
mind, because my senses couldn’t yet ac- 
cept what I saw. 

Joni being dragged into the apartment. 
Sobbing and fighting and pleading bro- 
kenly as she was pushed into the living 












room from the hall to the front stairs. 
Joni, with her hair wild, her face streaked, 
her dress half-unfastened as she tried to 
cover herself, and nothing pretty about her 
then. 

Another policeman had her by the arm, 
roughly jerking her forward. One of the 
cops who had waited below with the squad 
cars that had come in response to Mrs. 
Bonner’s call. 

“We caught this one on the fire escape,” 
he said. “She was trying to put her clothes 
It was too far for her to jump to the 
ground.” 

I began crying then, 
Joni. 

They took us all to the police station. 
We were there the rest of the night while 
they tried to get it straightened out. Hours 
of questioning, probing questions that tore 
away what was left of my pride, and no 
excuses then that seemed big enough for 
what I had done. Attempted blackmail, 
and to the police nothing was as rotten 
as that, not even Carl and Joni. 

But they finally admitted the truth about 
themselves. Surprisingly. it Mrs. 
Bonner who came to my defense when she 
heard the whole of the way Carl 
had treated Dan. 

“He would.” said. “He and—that 
one.” Her bitterness against me turned 
to a fury against Joni. “Do I still want to 
bring charges? Of course, I do!” 

I guess I was lucky. 
troubles, without me. Joni was held with 
him, to face the scandal I had escaped. I 
was released. 

But I had to face Dan. 


on. 


crying as hard as 


was 


story 


she 


Carl had enough 


I went to Dan and 


told him everything; how wrong I had 
been. And nothing I had been through 


was as bad as that, not watching what it 
did to him, to Dan’s love for me. 

If he hadn’t loved me so much, I don’t 
think Dan could have taken it. His faith 
in me, his belief in me as a person who 
shared his standards of decency and honor, 
those were the precious things I almost 
destroyed. Without the compassion of 
Dan’s love. I would have lost him then. 

But Dan is trying to understand. He 
wants to forgive me. I hope he can. We 
don’t talk of marriage now as something 
that will happen right away. There are 
still a lot of problems Dan has to work out 
for himself. Carl and Joni have been fired 
by the company and Dan wanted to quit 
rather than step into a better job because 
of what happened to them. 

I couldn’t help him. It was up to him 
to decide. When we talked it out, I told 
him, “No job is worth your self-respect, 
Dan. There isn’t anything in the world 
worth that. I know. If you don’t feel right 
about it—if you don’t believe they made 
their own trouble and this would have 
happened anyhow—then there are plenty 
of other jobs you can find. Don’t ask me 
to interfere. I won’t. I know you'll make 
good on your own whatever you do.” 

Dan hasn’t quit. For the rest, I can only 
pray. 

THE END 









to Wear 
and Show 










Taking Orders from 
Friends and Neighbors! 


Ineed men right now who like 
fine, perfect- fitting suits, and 
can use more money. No ex- 
perience needed. Show latest styles in 
Men’sandWomen’s Made-to-Measure 
Suits and Coats to friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers, etc. ...take orders and 
MAKE BIG ADVANCE PROFIT ON 
EACH ORDER...make up to $30.00 in 
a day, even in spare time! 


You Don’t Pay 1c for Your Suit! 















I'll show you how to get your own personal 
Made-to-Measure Suit, in the style, fabric 
of your choice, without paying a penny! 


REE KIT! Send no money. Mail 

@ Coupon for big Valu- 
able Tailoring Kit, jam-packed with over 
100 Actual Sample Fabrics, big last - min- 
ute Style Display, all Money-Making Plans 
and Equipment, plus Suit Offer—so you 
can start making good - raed very first 
day. Rush coupon today! 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. 6-964 
532 S. Throop Street - Chicago 7, Iilinols 
[ STONE-FIELD CORP... Dept. 4-06 
= G-964 
rte 
its id ° 
ssh REE vgomletRit Style Dietay acon sample L 
fabrics, complete money - plans, equipment, and 
tellme howl io can get myown suit t to wear and show with- 
out a penny of cost. 


: Name 








! 
Address. I 
l 





State 























































Tramp Wife 


(Continued from Page 27) 


“You have to lose some, Fred. Stop worry- 
ing. It’s not that important. Go on in and 
start to get dressed. I'll fix a drink before 
supper to cheer you up.” I poked my finger 
at his mouth. “Come on, now, gloomy. 
We'll have fun tonight and you'll forget 
all about the Carters.” 

“But three sales in a row,” he said. 


“And no reason for dropping this one. 
I just didn’t get in there hard enough and 
sell. I don’t know. Maybe I’ve got too 
many other things on my mind.” 


“What. for instance?” 

“Oh. everything. Just—”’ He left it 
vaguely unfinished, picking up the mail 
from the table. “Bills. We’ve got plenty 
of those.” Fred tossed the envelopes back 
and ran his hand through his hair as he 
“Where is this brawl tonight, 
the Rennerts again?” 

I didn’t answer for a second. I glanced 
away. “If you’d rather not go—” 

“No. We'll go.” 

“Well. if you feel like that,” I said, 
“don’t go on my account. Paul is your 
boss. He and Alice would be hurt if we 
begged off at the last minute, but I suppose 


fac € d me 


Wwe il 


“And deprive Paul of your company?” 
He managed a weak grin. “Id hate to keep 
you from each other, Helen.” 

“Fred, if you’re going to start that 


again 
“Hey 


it was 


I’m kidding.” He laughed, but 
lightly forced. “At least, I hope 
I am.” 

“You'd better be.” I let out my breath 
heavily. “Honestly, you’ve made me so self- 
conscious, | can hardly look at the poor 
man without blushing.” 

” He squeezed my arm. “Sure, 


~SOrr 


I'll get dressed. It has been a rough day 
for me. Helen. But forget it.” His grin 
came full. “You look very pretty tonight.” 

“Thanks.” I watched him go into the 
bedroom 

He was bothered about Paul. But I 
didn’t know why. It couldn’t be only be- 
cause of the act Paul and I had done for 
the Beach Club show. An amateur musical 
the crowd had put on. Paul and I had been 
chosen to sing a lover’s duet, a comedy 


numbe I 
There was an embrace at the end of it 
and Paul had swung me into his arms for 


a mockingly passionate kiss. I played up to 
Paul for laughs. Everybody thought it was 


funny. They all whistled at us. After- 
wards, Alice Rennert had told Fred, “We'd 
better watch those two.” But amused and 
joking, as everyone else had been, she said, 
“They certainly made it look real.” 


But that had been weeks ago. I did like 
Paul. I liked him enormously, not just be- 
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cause Fred worked for him or because 
being friends meant the Rennerts saw that 
we were included in everything the crowd 
did. But as a person, as a man. He was 
amusing to be with, entertaining to talk to, 
flattering in his attentions. 

Paul thought I was pretty and attractive, 
a pleasant companion. I saw nothing 
wrong with that. I wasn’t going to run 
off and have an affair with him or with 
any man. 

“Helen, I can’t find my white shoes,” 
Fred called from the bedroom. “They 
aren’t in the closet.” 

I went in and found them for him, 
smiling as I held them out to him. “Help- 
less.” 

“Without you, I sure would be, honey.” 
He put his arm around me and kissed me. 
“T wish I could keep you right here. Lock 
the doors and forget the crowd.” His hand 
slipped down, patting me. “Just us. Let’s 
try it some night for a change. Let’s stay 
home and have our own party.” 

“Fred, behave,” I said, pushing back 
gently. 

“All right.” He gave me a playful spank 
and reached for his shoes. “But I hope 
Paul will understand if I take my wife 
home early.” 

It was a good party. The ones the 
Rennerts gave always were. Sea Cove was 
a place for fun. The whole atmosphere of 
the resort town made me feel as though I 
had stepped out into the bright, warm sun 
after three years of cold. I had come alive. 
It was as though I had thrown off the dull, 
drab things of the past and was really 
living for the first time. Gay sports clothes 
and bright modern homes, something ex- 
citing to do all the time. Not just the 
parties, but the people; easy-going, happy 
friends who enjoyed living to the full. 

So different from the beginning years of 
our marriage. Living in a cramped Chi- 
cago apartment. The push and anxiety 
and frantic drive of the city. Always plan- 
ning, struggling, scrimping to get some- 
where. Well, we were there. We were 
beginning to get somewhere now. Fred and 
I had at last caught the brass ring on the 
merry-go-round. 

Warm hellos greeted us as we stepped 
into the Rennerts’ living room. I was 
anxious to join in the fun. Paul saw me 
and brought me a drink. 

“You’re just in time, Helen,” he said. 
“We're choosing up sides for a game. I 
choose you.” 

“Well, now—wait a minute.” I laughed. 
“What’s the game?” 

“You'll find out.” He winked at Fred. 
“Get yourself a partner, fellow. It’s every 


man for himself. Husbands and wives not 
allowed together.” 

Fred turned to Alice. 
leaves us.” 

“T guess it does.” She took Fred’s hand 
and called to the others. “Now listen, 
everybody. Here’s how it goes...” 

Funny hats and old clothes and couples 
racing to see who could get dressed up in 
the things first, but with our hands tied 
together. We played a guessing game after 
that and later in the evening, we all danced 
to the record-player. I laughed a lot and 
enjoyed myself, but I realized Fred did 
look tired. When I finally got a chance to 
speak to him alone, I asked if he wanted 
to leave. 

“If you can tear yourself away from 
Paul,” he said. 

“Fred!” I hushed him, holding his eyes 
with mine. “Don’t be silly.” 

“Am I?” he asked. “Because you finally 
remembered you left a husband around 
somewhere after being in Paul’s arms all 
night?” 

“But Paul asked me to dance. I couldn‘ 
very well—” 

“No, of course not. Just as long as you 
have fun, Helen. Life is one great hig 
circus, isn’t it?” He swung around. “Par. 
don me, if I get another drink.” 

I took a step after him as he turned 
away. But I couldn’t make a scene. I felt 
my face flush with the embarrassed anger 
I had to hold in. I wouldn’t let myself run 
after Fred and soothe him. I had been 
willing to go home, but now I wasn’t! 

“Hey ...” Paul touched my arm. “This 
record is for us. A rumba, Helen. Remen:- 
ber last week over at the Nelsons? Come 
on, let’s show them how a rumba should he 
done.” 

“Why not?” I turned my back on Fred. 
“Let’s dance!” 

I threw myself into it, catching the beat 
of the drums, feeding my anger with it. 
Paul and I gave them a show. The other 
couples stopped dancing to watch as I de 
fiantly wiggled and bounced and shook to 
the Latin rhythm, laughing up at Paul and 
collapsing against him out of breath when 
the music stopped. 

We drew applause, but I cooled off then 
and felt foolish. I was behaving like a 
schoolgirl in a huff over her boy friend’: 
imagined jealousy. Fred was my husband; 
I was his wife. Two supposedly adult, 
mature people who should both know 
better than this. If he had started it, | 
shouldn’t have made it worse. 

I excused myself from Paul and went 
over to Fred. His hands were thrust in his 
pockets and has face was red. 

“All right, I acted childishly,” I said. 
“But so did you. Oh, Fred, let’s both 
stop—” 

“Why didn’t you do a strip-tease?” he 
cut me off. “Why didn’t you stand on your 
head and kick your feet in the air? You 
could get attention that way, too.” 


“T guess that 
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I glanced down. 
things. Fred, please?” I asked quietly. 
“fll explain to Alice and Paul that I have 
a headache.” 

“This whole crowd—everything about 
them! That’s the headache!” 

“Fred—please . . .” 


WE HAD IT OUT when we got home. 
He had never been like this. Jealous, 
suspicious, bitingly sarcastic until he 
brought me to tears. And [ still didn’t 
understand. I told him so. 

“It’s not Paul,” he said. “Not only Paul. 
It’s the way you act. Helen. As if you 
didn’t care about anything but—” 

“How do I act?” 

“Like you’ve forgotten you’re married.” 
he answered. “Like you want to forget it.” 

“That’s not true!” 

“Running out 
around, having a fling—” 

“You always go with me,” I said. “I 
don’t—run around without you. We go 
places together. Just when am I supposed 
to be—chasing whoever this is? Paul, I 
suppose? Do you want me to check in with 


every night, chasing 


you once every hour when you're not home, 
so you'll be sure I’m not with Paul?” 

“Let’s leave Paul out of this for a min- 

te,” he said. 

“You brought him into it. I didn’t. He’s 
just a good friend to me. Yes, I like him. 
I like him very much. I don’t see why I 
should deny that. I thought you liked him, 

I lifted my head. “Don’t you want 
me to have friends?” 

“Sure. friends. But—do we have to live 
their lives instead of ours?” he asked. 
“That’s what I mean. Have we got a 
marriage or are we just living together 
between parties? All we think, all we do, 
all we talk about is other people—not 
us, Helen.” Fred dropped his voice. 
“Honey, don’t you remember how it used 
to be? Before we moved here? We used 
to plan for ourselves, what we wanted from 
life, how we were going to work together 
to have it. When I was worried about busi- 
ness, when I needed your advice, your 
help, maybe just somebody to listen and 
take an interest—we used to be able to 
sit down and talk together.” 

I sat down slowly. “We're talking, 
aren’t we?” 

“Not like this, Helen.” He shook his 
head. “I used to feel I had somebody to 
stand behind me, to encourage me, to think 
first of us—of me, not somebody else.” 

“So, now we’re back to Paul again.” I 
shut my eyes. “You're a little boy with 
your ego hurt, jealous because I was en- 
joying the party and you weren’t.” 

“I'm a guy who thought he had a wife,” 
Fred said, “not a dancing doll!” 

“You went there with a chip on your 
shoulder. I wouldn’t have acted that way 
if you hadn’t—” 

“Maybe I did. I was knocked out, ex- 
hausted—but you had to drag me—” He 


“Will you get my 


broke it off. Fred came over to me, stand- 
ing in front of me. More softly he said, 
“Aw, honey—this is no good, going at each 
other like this. I’m serry. It’s just that 
I have been worried about the job. Can’t 
get my mind on it, drinking too much, try- 
ing to keep up with the crowd. Every day, 
I’m worn out before I start. I— Oh, hell, 
maybe it is all my fault. We shouldn’t 
have gone tonight, that’s all.” 

“Fred 


.’ I put my hand over his. 
E ) 


“T’m—sorry, too. I haven’t been very 
understanding. The way I behaved to- 
night.” 


” 


“Let’s drop it, Helen.” He lifted me to 
his arms. “Forget what I said. Honey, for- 
give me.” 

I buried my face against him. Crying 
again, holding him, trying to tell him, 
“Whatever I did, I’m sorry. But not—Paul. 
Don’t think that, Fred. I wouldn’t—I 
couldn’t ever—” 

“Honey.” He kissed me. “I know.” 

Y MORNING, it seemed like the silliest 

quarrel we ever had. Fred had been 
tired and I had let my temper carry me 
away at the party. 
than that. He did know I would never let 
Paul’s friendship get out of hand. I did 
realize maybe there had been too many 
parties lately. 

There had been no excuse for either of 
us to let our emotions get the better of us. 
We shouldn’t have sounded off that way. 
I told myself it was just that once in awhile 


It amounted to no more 


husbands and wives do quarrel. Tension 
builds up over a lot of things. Something 


touches it off and tempers let go to clear 
the air. I summed it up as that and dis- 
missed it. 

Betty Nelson phoned to ask about the 
weiner roast at the Beach Club. 
the food committee and I couldn’t very well 
get out of it. But it wasn’t until Friday 
night. I tried to limit our activities that 
week so Fred wouldn’t feel we had been 
going out too much before then. 

I reminded him Friday morning. “We'll 
have to go, Fred,” I said. “But you'll have 
fun. You did last year.” 

Betty and Alice and I went down early 
to get things started. Paul and some of the 
other men began arriving around six. We 
all pitched in and collected driftwood to 
build a fire on the beach. Fred still wasn’t 
there. I finally asked Paul. 

“He'll be along,” Paul told me. “I guess 
it’s my fault he’s late. I sent Fred over to 
Crescent Beach this afternoon to close a 
deal we’ve been working on. Probably got 
tied up with that. But I told him to let it 
go until tomorrow if he found himself 
pressed for time.” 

Crescent Beach wasn’t far. Thirty miles. 
But even so, Fred could have let me know 
he might be late. All the other husbands 
showed up. I felt awkward, stranded, em- 
barrassed that I had to apologize for him. 


I was on 
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“How about a can of beer?” Paul asked. 
“All right,” I said. “Thanks.” 
We sat at the edge of the fire and it was 


crowing dark by then. Time to eat and 
still no sign of Fred. I felt more and more 
humiliated, self-consciously the neglected 
wife, and I couldn’t conceal it by pretend- 
ing for the crowd that I was enjoying my- 
self alone. But I tried. I was gay, talkative, 
increasingly resentful of the position Fred 
had put me in. I tried not to keep looking 
around at the road. 


I refused another beer. But Paul had a 
few. Everybody was having a good time. 
I sat with my knees propped up, my arms 


hugged around them, carrying on a con- 
versation, but not really paying much 
attention to Paul. I caught his downward 
glance in the ebbing glow of the fire and 
realized he was looking at my legs. 

[ put down my feet, leaning back on my 


as I turned to talk to Betty. A car 
along and I thought it was Fred, 


hands 


came 


but it went past without slowing. 

I glanced at my watch, trying not to 
attract attention. It was after nine. Fred 
wouldn't forget I was here, not come at 


all: he wouldn’t do that to me. Maybe he 
had to stay and take his client to dinner 
to close the deal. 

There was no way he could reach me by 
phone here at the beach. The cottage we 
a clubhouse had a phone, but no- 
body s up there. Maybe Fred had tried 
to call. Still, it was no excuse. Paul -was 
his boss and he hadn’t expected Fred to 
miss the party. 

“Fire’s dying out,” Paul said. “We need 
wood.” He stood and held down his 
hand to me. “Come on, Helen. You can 
help. Some of the rest of you, let’s keep 
it going.” 

[ was glad of a chance to escape the 
others for a few minutes, feeling as con- 
spicuous as I did for Fred’s absence. I 
didn’t want them to feel sorry for me be- 
business meant more to Fred than 
his wife. I went along with Paul, searching 
for driftwood on the beach. 


rise a 


more 


cause 


“We've already used what’s around 
here.” he said. “Let’s see what we can find 
on the other side of the jetty, Helen.” 

“I’m getting my shoes full of sand.” 

“Take them off.” 

“T cuess I will.” I held his arm to steady 


myself as I bent over and unfastened them. 
“But now, how can I carry any wood?” 

“Here.” He took my shoes and tucked 
each pocket of his jacket. “Simple. 
One problem at a time.” Paul caught my 
hand again. “Want me to carry you, too?” 

“Silly—” I laughed. “I may not be much 
help, but I’m not helpless.” 

“Watch the rocks,” he said, as we ap- 
proached the jetty. His arm came around 
me. Despite my protest, Paul scooped his 
hand under my knees to lift me over. 
“Easy does it.” 

“Paul, put me down! Honestly .. . 
Still laughing, half-slipping from his arms 


one 1n 


” 


oO 
JO 


as he swung me, I tried to keep from fall- 
ing. “How many beers did you have?” 

“it’s not the drinks,” he teased. “It’s 
you.” 

He kissed me. I stiffened against him. 
And yet, I shouldn’t make anything of it. 
An impulsive gesture, part of the laughter, 
part of the fun. That was all it meant to 
Paul, all it could mean to either of us. I 
briefly let him have his kiss and pushed 
away. 

“Be good.” I said. “We came to find 
some wood. Remember?” 

We found some and stacked it in a pile 
to carry back. I wondered if the others had 
started talking about me. about Fred not 
being there, as soon as I was out of hear- 
ing. Maybe Fred had arrived by now. I 
couldn’t see the road that far down the 
beach, but I had heard other cars. I should 
go back. I reached for a splintered stick 
I saw. 

“Look out for tar.” Paul warned. 
“There’s some on that one. Don’t get your- 
self all dirty, Helen.” 

“Now, you tell me.” I looked down at 
my hands in the moonlight. There was a 
sticky black smudge at the side of my 
skirt where my fingers had brushed. 

“Sorry.” He pulled out a handkerchief 
and took my hands to wipe them. “Rub 
them with sand, Helen. That'll take it 
off.” 

He leaned down and scooped some, pour- 
ing it into my cupped fingers. The trickling 
sand stopped. I lifted my head and saw 
how he was looking at me. His arm slipped 
around me. 

“Paul, don’t.” I smiled and held myself 
away. “Let’s not be foolish, now.” 

“What’s the harm in—” 

“In admitting we like each other and are 
good friends?” I interrupted. “None, 
Paul. But aren’t we a little too grown-up 
to play kissing games? I mean, after 
all—” I turned my face from his. “Please, 
Paul. I don’t want to be angry with you. 
Now, stop!” 

Paul’s mouth fought for mine, covered 
mine, a hard, demanding kiss and his arms 
straining me to him. He had taken too 
much to drink. I knew it then. He wasn’t 
like this. My nearness, my laughter when 
he had swung me in his arms, the brief 
touch of my lips had inflamed his thoughts. 
But that didn’t give him the right to paw at 
me. His hand dropped. My breath caught 
with shock. 

I twisted from his arms. I fell back from 
him, sick inside, cheapened so I couldn’t 
look at Paul. I turned from him. He called 
to me and I walked faster and I wanted 
to run. 

Paul caught up with me the other side 
of the jetty. He tried to talk to me. I 
didn’t hear what he said. I was still feeling 
his hands all over me. I pushed past him, 
slowing my steps only when I came close 
enough to the remains of the dying fire 
for the others to see me. 


I had to get control of myself. I knew 
they would guess something had happened, 
They could see it in my face. My tar. 
stained. rumpled and disheveled appear. 
ance, the wild tumble of my hair, my shoes 
in Paul’s pockets, would make them think 
it was even worse. I stopped and put my 
hands to my hair, knowing my lipstick 
must be smeared, feeling like a little tramp 
for the self-respect Paul had taken from 
me. 

“Helen? Is that you?” 

Fred was there. 

He stepped away from the others. | 
stood where I was, unable to answer him 
as he came towards me. 

“The car broke down, honey,” he started 
to say. “There was no way to—” Fred’s 
voice died. He came to me _ quickly, 
“Helen. what’s wrong?” 

“Nothing, Fred—-I—” I fought for the 
words to say. “I’m glad you’re here, dar- 
ling. Paul and I—we—went to get wood.” 

But he was staring at me, seeing me as 
I was. looking past me to Paul. I watched 
the pain come into Fred’s whole being. the 
shattering thought of betrayal, and | 
wanted to scream out it wasn’t true. 

“Fred . . .” My scream was a choked 
whisper. “Fred, no.” 

He swung at Paul. He grabbed Paul by 
his shirt and smashed him with his fist. He 
drove him to the sand. Everybody was 
around us then. They had to hold Fred to 
keep him from killing Paul. He wanted to. 


WAS hysterical in the car. I was sob- 

bing so I couldn’t stop. Fred’s rage was 
spent. He was able to drive us home. But 
his silence was worse, the awful wall of 
damning silence built against me. 

He swung into the driveway and got out 
of the car, walked up to the house without 
looking behind him, leaving me there as if 
he didn’t want to know I was with him. 
I followed him inside. He sat doubled on 
the couch, his hands to his face. 

“You’re wrong!” I said. “Oh, Fred— 
Fred. you’re so wrong! Paul was half 
drunk. He made a pass at me, yes—and 
he kissed me and maybe it was partly my 
fault that he tried to—” 

“Does that matter, Helen?” 

“But I’m telling you we—didn’t! Paul 
and [—” 

“It’s not what you did with Paul,” he 
stopped me. “It’s what you did to me—to 
us. You put our marriage second, but fun 
always came first. Having a geod time, 
keeping in with the crowd, being the life 
of the party. Even tonight. Did you think 
of me? Be honest, Helen. Did you care 
about me, were you worried that I might 
have been in an accident? No, yol 
wouldn’t have been wandering around the 
beach with Paul, if you had. It’s that way 
with everything between us. Since we 
moved here. Have you stopped loving me 
completely? Is that it?” 

“You know I haven’t!”” 
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“Do 1?” he asked. “How do I know? 
Because you didn’t actually have an affair 
with Paul? But it was all right to flirt 
with him, coax him to chase around after 
you, hurt me by making a fool of yourself 
with him in front of the whole town.” 

“T do love you! Fred, I do!” 

“Because you let me pay the bills? But 
you don’t want my job to interfere with 
your fun. As long as I bring home the 
money and don’t annoy you with my prob- 
Jems, my ambitions. Or, do I know you 
love me because we always do what you 
want, no matter what it does to me? I 
guess that’s it. That must be love.” 

“Fred—I’m ashamed enough. Don’t do 
this—don’t tear me apart. Please—Oh, 
please, Fred—” 

But I couldn’t stop him. He told me and 
I had to listen. Fred made me see myself 
as I was to him. Blunt, harsh, plain words 
that stripped me to my soul and made me 
see how I had failed him. 

It wasn’t just Paul. Not only Paul. It 
wasn’t just tonight, but ever since we had 
come to Sea Cove. Paul stood for all the 
things that had taken me away from my 
marriage, the good marriage Fred and I 
had shared, had built together. Because I 
had stopped building it with him. I had 
taken for granted the things we had, our 
home, his success, our happiness. It had 
seemed that most of our struggles were 
over and I could relax, sit back on my own 
little pink cloud and stop doing my job 
as a wife. 

That was what Fred wanted me to see. 
A marriage never rests where it is. It 
grows from the strength of single purpose 
aman and wife give to it, or it dies. 
Friends were good, fun was good, but not 
important. Marriage was a full-time job 
that took two, a husband—and a wife. 
That was what he meant. “Jt’s not what 
you did with Paul. It’s what you did to 
me—to us. You put our marriage second.” 

“It’s all gone now,” Fred said. “Every- 
thing. Even if Paul doesn’t fire me, I'll 
have to quit. I can’t work for him. I can’t 
work here. Everything we wanted, Helen.” 

“Not everything,” I told him. “We 
started with less. All we had was each 
other, Fred. If you—if you still want me— 
we can have a lot more than I ever gave 
you here. I promise you that.” 

He could get another job, with the ex- 
perience he had, another good job. We 
could find another house, another town. 
But the only marriage we had was this 
one. That was what I could lose, unless 
Fred gave me the chance to save it. I went 
to him, dropping to my knees beside the 
couch, both my hands hugged to his arm, 
crying so hard I couldn’t see him, praying 
from my heart for that chance. 

“Want you?” he said. “Helen, of course 
I want you.” His hand covered mine, his 
fingers tight and strong. “You're still my 
wife.” 


THE END 
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Her Sin On My Soul 


(Continued from Page 14) 


aren’t you?” she said when I was seated, 

“Why, of course I am, Martha. You 
know that. Why all this tom fool—” 

“Will, shut up and listen to me.” 

“Now see here, Martha, I don’t like—” 

“Mary Ann is going to have a baby.” 

It was like being slapped in the face with 
a giant, hot hand. 

“What did you say, Martha?” I asked 
in a voice so hard it didn’t sound like my 
own. 

“Mary Ann is pregnant. 
have a baby.” 

“It’s a lie!” I roared. “By God, it’s a 
lie. Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” I was 
screaming her name at the top of my lungs, 

“Listen to me, Will,” Martha said des. 
perately. “Don’t call her now. Wait until 
you calm down and we talk about this, 
Now you just came from church and— 

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” I bellowed, 
running out into the hall to the bottom of 
the stairs. 

“Will, please—” Martha was pleading, 
“T told her I was going to tell you and that 
she wouldn’t have to say anything to you 
until after we had—” 

“Mary Ann!” I yelled. 

She came quietly down the stairs. 

“Get into the living room,” I ordered 
her. 

She obeyed, walking as if she were ina 
trance. 

“Ts this true?” I demanded. 
going to have a baby?” 

She looked at me and opened her mouth 
as if to speak, and then she broke into 
tears, burying her face in her hands. 

I reached out and lashed at her hidden 
face as hard as I could with the back of 
my hand, the force of my blow sending her 
sprawling to the floor. Behind me, Martha 
gasped my name. 

“You dirty little tramp,” I spat out be 
tween clenched teeth. “I’ve tried to rear 
you right, done my best to make you into 
a decent woman. And you go and lay up 
with some boy like a common slut. Whose 
is it, Bobby Harris’?” 

She only lay there on the floor, crying. 
I moved menacingly toward her as Martha 
tried to hold me back. 

“Who did it?” I shouted again, “Bobby 
Harris?” 

Mary Ann kept crying and nodded her 
head. 

“How did it happen? How did it hap 
pen?” I moaned, raising my eyes upward, 
looking for an answer from heaven. “I did 
my best, Lord. I forbade her to see him. 
I threatened, I scolded.” 

Mary Ann gave out a convulsive sob on 
the floor, and I turned back to her. “Get 
out of my house,” I thundered at het. 
“Pack your things and get out of my 
house. I’m sorry you were ever born.” 
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A stunned expression crossed Mary 
Ann’s face, but she quickly got up from 
the floor and ran up the stairs. 

I turned and paced the floor. “She’s dis- 
graced me; an ugly, awful shame,” I said 
aloud to myself as I walked back and 
‘forth, and for the first time since I was a 
child I felt hot tears in my eyes, and as if 
] were walking in an unreal, nightmare 
world. 

But Martha’s voice cut through to me 
like ice. “Damn you, Will Anderson!” 

I whirled to this new shock: my own 
wife’s voice, cursing me. 

“Damn you,” she said again, her voice 
growing louder. “If Mary Ann leaves this 
house, I go with her.” 

I collapsed on the sofa, not believing my 
ears. Had my whole house gone mad? 

“You call yourself a Christian and go 
around spouting the Bible, but you haven’t 
an ounce of the Lord in you,” Martha 


snarled. 

“How dare you—” I started, rising from 
the sofa. 

“Go ahead, hit me, too.” she taunted. 
“Strike me down, that’s your way. The 


Lord taught understanding and love and 
forgiveness, and you teach fire, brimstone 
and damnation.” 

“Stop it, Martha,” I demanded, grasping 
her by the shoulders and shaking her 
firmly. 

“No, Will,” she answered. 
listen to me. Have you shown any love 
or understanding or forgiveness or even 
trust to Mary Ann? No. You played the 
Lord Almighty, handing down Command- 
ments and whipping out punishment.” 

“But she’s betrayed me. betrayed us, 
Martha. Don’t you understand what she’s 
done?” 

“T understand that her father, who could 
have given her a true love, drove her into 
the arms of a boy who offered her a false 
love. And it was love that Mary Ann was 
seeking, Will.” 

“Love? My God, Martha, you talk of 
love? She had a mother and a father who 
gave her food and a roof over her head and 
tried to teach her wrong from right.” 

“That’s not love, that’s duty,” Martha 
retorted. “Love would have given you the 
patience and understanding to help Mary 
Ann over the rough spots instead of just 
ordering her to avoid them. You didn’t 
help her understand about good boys and 
bad boys, you just made her stay away 
from all boys. You didn’t let her do any 
of the things that girls her age were doing, 
so she felt left out of everything, an odd- 
ball, unwanted by kids her own age because 
she didn’t fit in. No wonder she gave in to 
the first person who came along and offered 
affection.” 

“You mean I should have let her run 
around with a wild crowd so a terrible 
thing like this would have happened two 
years ago. If she did it in spite of all 
Itried to do for her, then by God she would 
have done it a lot sooner if—” 


“For once you 





“T didn’t say let her run wild, Will. 
There are parents who don’t try hard 
enough to rear their children right, like 
Bobby Harris’ folk, and there are those 
who try too hard, Will, like you. But I’m 
to blame, too. I didn’t open my mouth 
until today, when it’s too late.” 

It was quiet in the room for several 
minutes, and then I said sternly: “Mary 
Ann has sinned, Martha. I think you’re 
forgetting that. She has done wrong in the 
eyes of God, and it’s my duty as her father 
and a Christian to—” 

“I’m glad you’re back to religion, Will,” 
Martha said sharply, “because like a lot of 
Christians you quote the Bible only when 
it’s convenient for you. You heard Rever- 
end Hawkins this morning when he said. 
‘Honor thy father and thy mother,’ but did 
you hear the rest of it: ‘And ye fathers, 
provoke not your children to wrath; but 
bring them up in the nurture and admo- 
nition of the Lord.’ ” 

I hung my head, puzzled. 

“T told you, Will,” Martha said. “If you 
order Mary Ann out of this house, then I 
go, too.” 

I breathed heavily, feeling a little de- 
feated. “Me, a deacon in the church and 
disgraced like this,” I muttered, shaking 
my head. 

“Oh, stop thinking about yourself for 
once in your life, Will,” Martha demanded. 

Again, her words stung me, for they were 
true. All this time I had been thinking 
about the shame Mary Ann was bringing 
me, not about her own humiliation. Surely 
the poor child must have been petrified 
with fear. 

“Maybe—maybe could take her 
away some place until it’s over, Martha,” 
I said slowly, the baby could be 
adopted or put in a home or something.” 

“No, Will.” Martha said firmly. 

“Martha, what would you have me do? 
I’m trying to be this 
thing, now—” 

“Try harder, Will,” Martha said. “Re- 
member your Bible again, the part where 
Jesus says: ‘Love your enemies, bless them 
that curse you, do good to them that hate 
you, and pray for them which despitefully 
use you and persecute you; that ye may be 
the children of your Father which is in 


you 


“then 


reasonable about 


heaven.’ Will, if we must do that with our 
enemies, how much forgiveness must we 


have in our hearts for our children?” 

“Leave me alone for a while, will you, 
Martha?” I said finally. 

She left the room. 

Ten minutes later, I got up off my knees 
and started up the stairs to Mary Ann’s 
room. She had sinned, and she would have 
her child as a constant reminder of that 
sin as she faced her God, just as the child 
would be a reminder of my own sin as I 
faced my God, asking forgiveness. I was 
sure God would forgive me. I prayed Mary 
Ann would. 


THE END 
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Playboy 


Husband 


(Continued from Page 39) 


a budget, the item for recreation and 
clothes and luxuries would have out-bal- 
anced everything else. As time passed, I 
grew more and more unhappy. But Ray 
went along his merry way. 

Slowly, but surely, we were falling back 
into debt. The children’s future seemed so 
insecure that for the first time, I took my 
troubles to my family. 

‘Maybe you’re trying too hard, Sis,” 
Edgar told me. “Ray’s made a lot of prog- 
ress since you first married. Maybe if you 
stop pushing him so hard—” 

I refused to listen. I’d gone through too 
much to take a chance on Ray’s fatherly 
instincts doing what I had been unable to 
do all those years. If he loved me and the 
children 

I do love you!” Ray shouted at me at 
the height of our argument that night. 
“But you refuse to give me credit for any- 
thing I do.” 

“The trouble is, you do the wrong 
things,” I shot back. “You’ve got a pretty 
ear and the kids have clothes they outgrow 
faster than they can wear. But you don’t 
have any insurance, no bank account, 


“And what about you?” he retorted. 
“You resent every bit of fun the kids have. 
Why shouldn’t they have fun? They’ll be 
grown up all too soon, and then it’ll be 
time enough for them to have their wor- 
ries 

When it was over, I packed up the kids 
and went to my brother’s house. I got my 
old job back and began training the chil- 
dren my way. At first, I didn’t even want 
Ray to see the children, but I finally agreed 
to let him have them one day a month. 
Each time they returned, they bubbled 
over with excitement as they recounted the 
But the next day I put them 
right back on their schedule. 

It was long after midnight and [I still 
hadn’t come up with any solution. All I'd 
done was re-live all the joy—and pain— 
of being Ray’s wife. I dragged myself off 
to bed 


day’s fun. 


The next morning, Billy’s legs ached so 
I let him stay in bed. “I don’t see why your 
legs should ache, honey,” I said. 


“That’s because we walked so much,” 
he said. “Daddy’s car is gone.” 

“Billy! You weren’t supposed to tell,” 
Ellen scolded. 

“You mean your father doesn’t have his 
car any more?” I asked, puzzled. 


Ellen nodded. “He said the subway 
would get us where we were going just as 
fast and a lot cheaper.” 

That didn’t sound like Ray at all. “Tell 
me some more about yesterday,” I said. “Is 

is your Daddy happy?” 


“He’s still lots of fun to be with,” Ellen 
said, “only—well, he was different, in a 
way.’ 


“How o” 
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“He sounded like you, Mommy!” Billy 
blurted out. 

I didn’t know what to say. Ellen added, 
“He kept asking about school and telling 
us to be good. Then he gave us the books.” 

“Story books?” 

She shook her head. “Bank books. I’ve 
got ten dollars and Billy’s got only five. 
Oh, yes. Daddy gave us something for 
you.” She ran into her room and returned 
with a long brown envelope. My hands 
shook as I ripped it open. Inside was an 
insurance policy, naming me as the bene- 
ficiary. 

For one awful moment a_ horrible 
thought crossed my mind, that Ray would 
do something crazy to give us the security 
I was always harping on. But Ray’s not 
the type to do anything that foolish, I told 
myself. 

A short time later, I went down to the 
drug store to get some liniment for Billy’s 
legs. While I was gone, Ray phoned to 
check up on the children. Ellen told him 
Billy was sick, making it sound much 
worse than it was. Anyway, about half an 
hour later, Ray dashed in with a doctor in 
tow. Satisfied that Billy was in no danger, 
Ray sat down with me while the doctor 
examined the baby. 

It was the first time in months that I’d 
seen Ray face to face, and I was startled 
to find that although he seemed older and 
more mature, he was still handsome as ever 
and able to set my heart to pounding with 
his quick, easy smile. I looked away quick- 
ly when I saw him watching me. 

“Tt was thoughtful of you to bring along 
a doctor,” I said. 

“Thoughtful? That’s the first time you 
ever accused me of being that,” he said. 

I was flustered by this reminder of my 
sharp criticisms in the past. Somehow, I 
felt the urgent need to do or say something 
to let him know I appreciated his thought- 
fulness, show him that I meant what I said. 

Ray must have sensed my feeling, for he 
said, “You know, sometimes it’s hard to 
say exactly what’s on your mind.” I nodded 
and he went on, “I’ve had something on 
my mind for the longest time but I could 
never find a way to tell you.” 

He got up and began to pace the floor. 
“Maybe if I had said something, we never 
would have separated.” 

Suddenly, I felt my anger rising. “Let’s 
leave well enough alone, Ray,” I said 
sharply. “You’ve changed for the better 
and that’s good. But there was nothing you 
could have told me that could have saved 
our marriage.” 

He stopped and gazed into my eyes. “Not 
even that I was trying my damndest to be 
like you wanted me?” 

“Oh, Ray! Let’s not kid ourselves. 
Neither one of us would change. We were 
both sure we were right.” 

“You were too proud,” he said. “Instead 


of helping me, you constantly criticized 
Nothing I tried to do was good enough 
And believe me, Georgia, I tried. Goj 
knows I tried.” 

I caught my breath. “If I could belie 
that—” 

Ray shook his head reprovingly. “If yoy 
loved me, you’d believe it because I said go, 
But if you want proof, I can give it to you” 
I started to speak, but he put his fingers ty 
my lips. “Ill show you proof if you ask 
Georgia,” he said quickly, “but we could 
never get back together then. You see, I’ 
got my pride, too.” 

I hesitated. I knew he had change( 
some. Apparently, he had gotten rid of 
his car and, bought the insurance and 
banked some.money for the children. Tha 
was a start. ‘Was it enough? It was if] 
helped him, I decided. 

His touch, light as it was, stirred up all 
the old feeling. I realized then that | 
wanted to help him. I would help hin! 
“T don’t want proof, darling,” I said, fling. 
ing my arms around his neck. “All I want 
is you!” 

Ray returned home that night. It didn’ 
happen right away, but gradually we 
worked things out so that we were work 
ing together, not against one another. The 
children were so pleased that it made up 
for everything—almost. 

More than once I told myself that if] 
could only be certain that Ray had done 
one solitary thing during the early year 
of our marriage to show family responsi 
bility I would be supremely happy. Bu 
there was no way of being positive—no 
until one day I happened to be cleaning 
out the drawer in which I kept important 
papers and came across the insurance pol 
icy Ellen had brought home. 

Casually, I glanced at the date it was 
taken out—and then my heart skipped a 
beat. The date was August 5th, 1948—the 
day Ellen was born! 

It took me until that moment to realiz 
that a woman gets better results when she 
leads a man instead of pushing him. Id 
pushed Ray so hard that I overlooked the 
small things he’d done. He probably meant 
to surprise me long ago with the insurance 
policy. 

I was so anxious for perfection that ! 
didn’t give him credit for trying at all. | 
never told Ray about my discovery, but 
that night when he came home from work 
I had the children washed and dressed and 
we met him at the door. 

“We're eating out tonight,” I announced. 
“And then, Mr. Ray Henry, you’re taking 
your family to a movie.” 

“Hey, wait a minute!” he laughed. 
“What’s the celebration?” 

I reached up and kissed him. “We'll de 
cide that later!” I said happily. 

As we left, Billy cried, “Oh, boy! We'tt 
all going to have fun tonight. Even 
Mommy!” 

“Of course, silly!” Ellen said impatient 
ly. “That’s because she loves Daddy to 
pieces!” 


Children are so observant! THE END 
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What Your Husband Really Thinks 


(Continued from Page 10) 


a man’s self confidence more quickly than 
anyone else. Difference of opinion is stim- 
ulating in a good marriage, but a wise 
couple agrees to disagree in private, and 
a loyal couple does not allow criticism to 
go unanswered. 

Of course, you must be a good mate if 
your husband is to maintain any good feel- 
ing toward you. Are you able to discuss 
sex freely with your husband? Is this re- 
lationship happy for you both? Are you as 
affectionate as before your marriage? Do 
you flirt with other men? A man needs to 
feel important as well as attractive to his 


wife. If she lets him doubt this she de- 
stroys one of the greatest bases for their 
marriage. 


If you are not satisfied with yourself as 
a wife after answering these questions, find 
out what your husband thinks. You can do 
this by taking a simple test—with his aid— 
without him ever suspecting. Seven of the 
questions can be answered by you, the wife. 
Three you should put to your hubby casu- 
ally. At the end of this article you'll find 
an analysis of the answers—how your hus- 
band pictures you. You can add up the 
scores and find which type of answer dom- 
inates, A, B, or C. Here they are! 

1. When you dine together at a restau- 
rant, is his portion of the check usually: 
A. About equal to yours? —————. 
B. Less than yours? 

C. More than yours? 
2. The last time he gave you a present, 
was it something you: 
. Needed, but didn’t expect ? —————. 
Needed and expected? —————. 
Didn’t need and didn’t expect? 


Op > 


- Do you often go out: 

With him? ————— 

With the girls or c hildren? — 
. Alone? 

- When the party is very pleasant but 


Dolph 


the hour very late, who suggests that it is 
time to go home: 
A. Sometimes you, sometimes him? 


B. Usually him? ; 

C. Usually you? ————. 

5. During the past year, do you private- 
ly feel that his expenses were: 

A. Quite reasonable? —————, 

B. Not enough? —————. 

C. Too much? 

6. Kisses between the two of you are 
initiated: 

A. About 50-50? 

B. Mostly by you? ————. 

C. Mostly by him? ————. 

7. Do you judge his jealousy attitude 
to be: 


A. About normal? ————. 
B. Less than normal? —————., 
C. More than normal? ————-, 


And now ask him these three questions 
casually. 

8. If you had everything it takes would 
you rather be a top notch: 

A. Musician? —————. 

B. Doctor? 

C. Businessman? 

9. What do you think is my worst fault? 

10. If I were to die and you had to re- 
marry, which of the women we both know 


would you choose? 

Count the A’s, B’s, and C’s on questions 
one through eight. Then score the remain- 
ing questions as follows. 

Question 9—If your husband names a 
fault that you admit yourself is a serious 
one, score the answer A. If he names a 
fault that is trivial, even though true, score 
the answer B. If he names a fault that he 
is guilty of himself, score the answer C. 

Question 10—If man 
woman of medium temperament—score the 
answer as A. If he chooses a woman with 
a great deal of glamour, but no home- 
making abilities, score it as B. If he 
chooses a “good homemaker” rather than 
a “good sport,” score it as C. 

Now total up all your answers and the 
letter which dominates will determine more 
accurately what your husband really thinks 
of you. If it is: 

A. She’s a companion to you. 

Your husband finds you understanding, 
dependable and considerate. He knows 
your shortcomings all right, but realizes 
you have plenty of strong points. He really 
values your opinions and on occasion, finds 
shade too predictable. Secretly he 
may wish that you would surprise him 
sometime with something unexpected—like 
an outburst of extravagant clothes buying, 
lovemaking or even anger. But, remember, 
your husband is your friend as well as your 
lover. 

B. He thinks you’re cute. 

Though he may seldom say it, your 
hubby thinks you’re “cute,” “sweet” or 
“charming.” He likes to look after you 
and do things for you. Although he is 
sometimes peeved at your behavior, he finds 
you have a delightful sense of humor, but 
sometimes wish you would take him a little 
Secretly he feels you do not 


your chooses a 


you 


more serious. 
live up to all your responsibilities as a 
housewife, but likes your warmth and the 
feeling of importance you give him. 

C. He Thinks You're The Tops. 

Your husband looks up to you more than 
you think. Although he may complain and 
from home, he actually wants 
you always. He sometimes thinks you don’t 
pay enough attention to him and wonders 
if you love him. He tends to idealize you, 
putting you on a pedestal but secretly he 
likes you just as you are. 

Well, there you are—What does your 
husband think of you? THE END 


stay away 
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Nobody To Blame But Myself 


(Continued from Page 19) 


on her I knew she was someone special. 
She was small, but awful cute. She was the 
color of deep brown autumn leaves and 
had a smile that made your heart do 
double-time. Betty was a nice girl. I mean, 
no fooling around on a date. After she got 


to know me better she let me do a little 
petting. But that was it. 

It was funny, but I let her get away with 
it. She was the nicest thing that ever hap- 
pened to me and I would have taken a 
beating rather than hurt her one tiny bit. 
Betty cared for me, too. She was always 
correcting my grammar and kept after me 
to keep my studies up. She also tried to 


do something about the way people treated 
me like a big shot. 

“You don’t want people to think you’ve 
got a swelled head, Dan,” she’d say. 
“Sometimes you take advantage of people 
just because they like you.” 

She was right. Take Herman, for in- 
stance. He’d get his brother’s car any time 
[ told him to, and even let me copy his 
homework, especially math, just before 
class every day. I never had to buy sodas 
or candy or pay my way into the movies. 
There was always somebody around only 
too glad to do it for me. 

With that kind of attention, it was only 
natural that a guy would get a twisted 
sense of values. I got to thinking it was 
only right the way things were, and that 
was exactly what Betty, in her sweet, quiet 
way was trying to change. 

That’s what she was trying to do as we 
walked home that day. But I was too busy 
feeling important. I left Betty at her front 
steps and went home. I ran all the way. 
It was good to feel my legs moving effort- 
pumping and driving. I breathed 
deeply as I ran, filling my lungs with the 
tangy autumn air. I felt like I could run 
forever. When I reached the house I wasn’t 
even winded. I was in perfect condition. 

My mother was in the kitchen when I 
“Hi, Mom,” I said, bending down 


lessly 


went In 


and giving her a kiss. “What’s for din- 
ner?” 

She reached up and patted my cheek. 
“You'll find out soon enough. Something 
you like 

I grinned. “Dad home yet?” 

She nodded and pointed to the back 
yard, then went back to the mixing bowl 
she held. Mom was tall and big-boned 
and light-skinned. People said I took after 
her side of the family in appearance. I 
was only seventeen but already I was taller 
and broader than my father. But that was 
where the resemblance to Mom ended. 

Mom was one of those people who never 
seemed to be thrown off stride by any- 
thing. Whatever happened, she would just 
brush back a stray strand of her long 


brown hair with the back of her hand and 
keep going 
64. 


Kindness and sympathy were 


second nature with her. She would never 
stay mad at anybody for very long and 
she seldom raised her voice. 

My mother didn’t have much to say 
around the house; she let Dad do all the 
talking. But she had a funny way of get- 
ting even quieter when she had something 
on her mind or was puzzled by something. 
She got that way, too, when she disap- 
proved of something. 

For instance, she never did approve of 
my interest in sports. “I want you to be 
strong and healthy, Daniel,” she’d say 
sometimes, “but there’s more to life than 
games. I wish you’d pay more attention 
to other things at school.” 

I'd grin and say, “Sure, Mom. Anything 
you say.” 

I loved Mama, but I adored my father. 
He was dark and not very tall. But his 
chest was built like a beer barrel and he 
was strong as an ox. Papa was the excit- 
able one in the family. I knew that if I 
told him about my trouble with Mr. Jeffers 
he would be all for going up to the school 
and raising hell. 


AD CAME from the South as a boy. 

He brought with him the “old coun- 
try” habits of hard work and thrift. He 
still had a lot of ideas that are considered 
strange up here. For one thing. he had a 
distrust of anything he could not see or 
touch. He believed that the only thing that 
counted was what a man could do or make 
with his own hands, by his own muscle 
and sweat. 

My father started out selling black dirt 
to florists and landscapers. What he did 
with the dirt, digging it up, screening it, 
then hauling it to his customers was not 
skilled work. In fact, it was little more 
than a laborer’s job. But Dad did well 
enough at it to finally branch out into a 
new business, renting power machines to 
do-it-yourself gardeners over in the Manor 
Wood section. He didn’t have a college 
degree, yet he made more money than 
most of our neighbors who strutted around 
in business suits and white shirts. 

During the summer vacation I worked 
with Dad, helping him load his truck, 
swinging a shovel with the same, easy 
rhythm he had. Both of us would be bare 
from the waist up, with handkerchiefs 
around our foreheads to keep the sweat 
out of our eyes. Dad would often stop and 
lean on his shovel, looking at my tanned, 
muscular torso with his eyes proud. We 
used to laugh at our neighbors with their 
thin faces and skinny arms, straining to 
lift a wheelbarrow or puffing as_ they 
pushed mowers across their lawns. 

Dad and I got along swell together. I 
suppose that was partly because he always 
let me have my way. Anything I wanted, 
he would go all out to get for me. I re- 


member the first gymnasium set he got me, 
He must have handled a lot of extra loads 
of dirt to pay for that fancy gym set. I 
had everything—rings, bars, and a swing. 
I was so delighted to see it all set up on 
the backyard that birthday morning that 
I could hardly eat my breakfast. Mom was 
afraid I'd fall off the swing and hurt my. 
self. Dad just laughed at her fears. “Don’t 
be afraid to use it, boy. It will help you 
grow up big and strong,” he said. At last 
I was excused from the table and ran out. 
side to try out my gym set. I made up 
my mind then that some day I would bea 
great athlete. 

According to Dad, my interest in ath. 
letics came earlier than that. He loved to 
tell how, when I was a baby, he’d give me 
his thumbs to grasp in my tiny fists. Then 
he would lift me up out of the cradle so 
that I was hanging by my hands. He would 
give a gentle toss and I’d go up in the air, 
He would catch me as I came down and 
hug me to him as I chortled with glee. 

Dad was in his basement workshop when 
I left the kitchen, munching on an apple. 

“How was school?” my father asked 
when I joined him. 

I hunched my shoulders. He glanced at 
me shrewdly. “What happened?” 

“Aw, Tm having trouble with one of 
the teachers.” 

“He doesn’t like you?” His voice was 
incredulous. 

“Tt’s mutual,” I replied. 

Dad scowled. “I don’t understand this, 
You are the best player on all the teams. 
Your other teachers, they all like you. But 
this one is different. Why?” 

I grabbed up a hand drill and pulled 
the trigger. “Let’s forget it, hunh?” 

“I'll tell you why,” he went on. “He’s 
an educated fool. I see them every day. 
They try to be men and I laugh at them. 
One day soon you'll go to work for me, 
Dan, then you will show them all.” 

“Sure, Dad,” I said. But right then, the 
only one I wanted to show was Mr. Jeffers. 
And show him I would, I silently vowed. 
I could feel my nerves unwind and the 
tenseness leave my muscles as I worked. 
I pushed Mr. Jeffers from my mind and 
let my thoughts run into the future... 


N AYBE AFTER I finished school I'd 

work for Dad a while . . . But that 
would be just the beginning. There were 
bigger things ahead of me. Even if I 
didn’t get a football scholarship to college 
there were other ways to get a career in 
sports started. What college did Mickey 
Mantle or Joe DiMaggio or Willie Mays 
ever go to? Sure, I’d show them... I'd 
show them all! 

In the excitement of basketball practice 
for our next game, I forgot about my feud 
with Mr. Jeffers. What I mean is, I didn’t 
do anything in class to call attention to 
myself. My mind was on basketball and 
the tough schedule the team faced. When- 
ever Mr. Jeffers called on me, if I couldn't 
catch Herman’s whispered answer, I’d just 
say, “I don’t know,” and let it go at that. 
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I didn’t have any trouble with my other 
teachers. Mr. Freeman, for instance, was 
a real sports fan and he always gave me 
a break in history class. My English 
teacher, Miss Gale, would pretend to be 
yery annoyed when I goofed in her class, 
but she was like Mama. She couldn’t stay 
mad very long. I’d smile and kid her a 
little and she would be all right. 

But I doubt if the old personality bit 
would have worked with Mr. Jeffers, even 
if I decided to try it. It was pretty clear 
what he thought of me when I failed to 
answer his questions. But I didn’t care. 
As long as he kept off my back I could 
stand it. 

Things went along smoothly until the 
day after the opening game of the season. 
Central won by a whopping 67-49 score. 
I was high scorer in the game, and the 
next morning I was practically mobbed on 
the way to school. Kids I didn’t even 
know waved hello or spoke to me as I 

ssed. Miss Ryan, the girl’s physical ed 
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That got a big laugh, just as I figured 
it would. I grinned and looked around 
as if to say, “He left himself wide open 
for that.” The ruler cracked down on the 
desk. “That'll be enough of that!” Mr. 
Jeffers shouted. 

I sat down then before he could get 
back to me, feeling good because I'd 
stirred up the class and done something 
to make Mr. Jeffers angry. I didn’t know 
why, but I got a kick out of it. I sat down 
while he got wound up on a long lecture 
on responsibility and study habits. Out of 
the corner of my eye I could see Betty’s 
disapproving expression, but I didn’t let 
on I saw her. 


\V HEN CLASS was finally over, I got 

up to leave with the other kids, but 

Mr. Jeffers stopped me. “You wait here,” 
he said. “I want to talk to you.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure.” I 

handed my books to Herman to take to 
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our next class. “If I’m not there in five 
minutes, start class without me.” I gave 
him a wink, then turned to Mr. Jeffers, 
my face perfectly straight. He glared at 
me. “Anything wrong?” I asked inno- 
cently 

[ thought for a minute he would ex- 
But the lines around his mouth 
relaxed and his jaw muscles 
unknotted. “You like sports, Tobey?” he 
asked in a surprisingly light and easy 
voice. “Baseball, basketball, tennis?” 

“Yeah. Sure, I like sports,” I answered 
cautiously, trying to figure what he was 
driving at. In sports, I’d formed the habit 
of looking into my opponent’s eyes and 
trying to anticipate his next move. But 
Mr. Jeffers’ steely gray eyes told me noth- 


plode 


gradually 


ing 

“You're pretty good at sports, I under- 
stand,” he went on. “Sort of the school 
hero after last night.” 

That really threw me off balance. What 
was happening? Was he handing me a 
r was he actually going to give me a 
[ got the answer a moment later 
narrowed and his voice 


line o 
break ? 
when his eyes 
edged with iron. 

‘When you come through the door of 
my classroom, Tobey, forget all that! 
You're no better than the thirty other 
students in here and I’ll take no nonsense 
i I tried to warn you, but you’re 
too pig-headed. From now on, the only 
basketball you'll see the rest of the season 
will be from the sidelines! 

I jerked erect and balled up my fists. 
Mr. Jeffers’ fingers tightened around that 
big, brass-edged ruler he always carried. 

“You—!” I grated. 

“That'll be all of that!” he said grimly. 
“You'd better get out of here before you 
get into real trouble.” 

[ glared at him for a long moment, 
then turned on my heel and slammed out 
the door. I was burning. No more basket- 
ball? The guy must be nuts! No, he just 
hated me. Hated me almost as much as I 
hated him. I wandered through the hall in 
a daze, trying to think of what I could 

Dad, wondering what my friends 
say when they heard. Somehow, I 
found myself on the second floor. Betty 
was at her locker when I walked up. I 
told her what had happened. 

“No, Dan!” she cried. “I don’t believe 
Mr. Jeffers would do a thing like that.” 

“Oh, no?” I sneered. “That’s exactly 
what that lousy creep did! But just wait. 
One of these days— pow!” I banged my 
fist against the locker. 
frowned. “That’s the trouble with 
Dan. You think those muscles of 
yours are the answer to everything. 
Muscles—muscles! Sometimes I wonder if 
you haven’t got muscles in your head!” 

Tears were in her eyes as she hurried 


irom vo 


say to 


would 


> 
etty 


you, 


away from me. I started to go after her, 
but the warning bell rang and she got 
lost in the crowd of stragglers rushing to 
the next class. I banged my foot up against 
a locker. Muscles in my head? Where’s 
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she get off making a crack like that? Betty 
had never been so mad at me before. 

I was sore as hell. I felt the pressure 
building up inside me until I thought I’d 
explode. It had been that way with me for 
as long as I could remember. Any time I 
didn’t get my way or when someone made 
me angry I’d grow hot all over. I could 
feel a knot the size of my fist, hot and 
heavy, right in the pit of my stomach. 
Then the lump of anger would melt like 
boiling lead and rise up into my throat 
and into my mouth and nose, almost chok- 
ing me. 

I had to get rid of that awful, nauseat- 
ing feeling. And there was only one way 
to do that. I had to work it out of my 
system with sheer physical exertion. I had 
to run or jump or throw things—hard. 
And keep on and on until finally the 
frustrating anger was sweated out of me. 

I turned to go, and for a moment, al- 
most headed for the gym. But there was no 
point in that. All I could do would be 
stand around and watch the other fellows 
work out. There were no kicks in that. The 
more I thought of what Jeffers had done 
to me, the madder I got. 

I don’t know how long I walked the 
streets that afternoon. I wandered along, 
not seeing or hearing anything. All I 
wanted was to release the tension inside 
me that made my muscles ache. I wanted 
to strike back. Do something. 


HAT’S HOW IT WAS with me when 
I passed the racy convertible parked 
on a side street. The keys were in the 
ignition. I swear I never planned it. I'd 
never stolen anything before, but the car 


was there—waiting. 


The next thing I knew, I was in the 
car, behind the wheel. I gunned the motor 
into life and roared away. I had no 
license; I’d never driven much before. But 
the breeze cooled my burning face and 
seemed to blow away some of my bitter 
disappointment. 

I drove around for I don’t know how 
long. Feeling the powerful motor throb 
gave me a sense of power that almost 
made me forget the terrible thing that had 
happened to me. I felt like blowing the 
horn and shouting, “Look at me, every- 
body! I’m Dan Tobey! I’m somebody!” 
To hell with Jeffers and the team, too. 
They’d lose without me playing, but who 
cared? Not me! 

Without consciously heading there, I 
found myself in Betty’s neighborhood. I 
saw Betty up ahead, blew the horn and 
stopped. 

“Going my way?” I called out. 

She whirled around in surprise. “Dan! 
What are you doing in that car?” 

“Just cruising,” I lied. “Come on. Hop 
in.” 
She hesitated, her hand on the door. 
“Where did you get it?” 

“Get in and I'll tell you.” 

Betty got in and I sped off. She kept 


atter me until I finally told her what had 
happened. Her eyes widened. 

“Maybe I shouldn’t have said the things 
I did, Dan,” she said. “Maybe that’s why 
you did it. You were upset. But take the 
car back, please!” 

“T can’t. The owner’s sure to know it’s 
gone by now.” 

“Then let’s leave it right here. Oh, Dan! 
I’m scared!” 

I was scared, too. I'd cooled off and 
things looked different. Up ahead, saw a 
vacant space to the curb. I headed for it. 
As I swung in to park, there was a grind. 
ing, scraping of metal as my bumper 
caught the fender of a car that suddenly 
pulled out in front of me. Betty screamed 
and I lost my head. I jammed the throttle 
to the floor and sped down the street. The 
car was doing about 50 when I heard the 
siren. 

Betty was crying now and begging me to 
stop. I caught a glimpse of the police 
squad ear in the rear view mirror and 
stepped on the gas. Up one street, down 
another and around corners so fast the 
street signs were just a blur. Betty was 
still as death now, her eyes pin-pointed 
with fear. It was too late to stop now. I 
went faster and faster. But the cops gained 
on me, siren screeching. 

I skidded around a corner. When I 
straightened up. both Betty and I saw it 
at the same time—a high brick wall di- 
rectly in front of us less than half a block 
away. Dead end street! 

“Took out!” Her piercing scream was 
drowned in the sickening screech of skid- 
ding tires as I stood on the brakes and 
yelled, “Jump, Betty!” 

Maybe she didn’t hear me. Maybe she 
was paralyzed with fear. Anyway, she was 
still in the front seat when we smashed 
into the wall. At the impact, the front 
door flew open and Betty lurched out. 


HAT HAPPENED NEXT is still like 

a nightmare to me, so frightening 
and so terrible that it seemed to be hap- 
pening to someone else. I leaped out of 
my side of the car to run around and help 
Betty. The cop said later that he thought 
I was trying to get away and so he fired 
a warning shot. All I know is there was 
a sharp explosion and suddenly I wasn’t 
running any more. I tried to move my legs. 
Nothing happened. Then pain knifed 
through me and it felt as if my insides 
were on fire. That’s all I remember. Slowly 
I sank into a pit of inky blackness. 

I was running down the court, drib- 
bling the ball with dazzling dexterity. 
On the sidelines I saw Betty, dressed 
in her red and white outfit. She 
seemed to be leading a cheer, but 
when she jumped into the air it was 
like a slow-motion movie . . . she 
soared up and it seemed she would 
never come down. When she finally 
did float to the floor she turned . . - 
I screamed in terror. There was a 
gaping hole where her face was sup- 
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wsed to be. Suddenly, Mr. Jeffers 
eaped out of the crowd and landed in 
he middle of the court, laughing like 
razy. He was blocking my way to the 
asket ... 1 tried to run around him. 
Je pulled that big ruler from behind 
is back and raised it like a club.. 

froze in mid-air. My legs would not 
nove no matter how hard I tried... 
the basketball flew out of my hands 
nd went bounding across the floor. I 
yatched it roll away and all of a sud- 
len | was very frightened. A great 
lespairing sob ripped from my throat 


t was like fighting my way to the sur- 
e after a deep dive. Just when it 
med my lungs would burst, my eyes 
y open. A doctor and a nurse were 
ding over me. “What happened? 
ere’s Betty?” The croaking voice didn’t 
nd like mine, yet it came from my 
ched throat. 
Shh. You must lie still,’ the doctor 
1, 
But, Betty . . . how is she?” I insisted, 
apelled by a vague uneasiness. 
Now don’t you worry about her,” the 
se said, fussing with the pillow under 
head. “She’s all right.” 

still wasn’t satisfied, but they hurried 
ay before I could say more. I lay there 
king up at the bare white ceiling, trying 
bring my confused thoughts together. I 
awfully weak and the terrible dream 
had left me unaccountably depressed. 
sould still see Betty’s faceless form 
ting in the air. Yet, the nurse had 
1 Betty was all right. Was she telling 
the truth? Yes, she had to be! My 
ughts drifted back to the nightmare. 
. Jeffers had been in it, and I could 
| again the terror that gripped me when 
legs refused to move. 

ly legs! I tried to move them, but felt 
dlutely nothing. Trying to wiggle my 
; was just the same. | cried out for 
p. A few moments later, the doctor 
1. His face was grave. “Here, now! 
it’s not going to help matters,” he said. 
My legs—I can’t move them,” I 
bed. “Where are they? Something’s 
pened to my legs!” I tried to look for 
legs but a tent-like sheet covered me 
m the waist down. 

he doctor gripped my shoulder gently. 
ur legs are there, Dan.” 

I don’t believe you! I know something’s 
ng. I know it!” 

le pursed his lips, then reached down 
lifted off the sheet. I saw my legs in 
ster casts, stuck up at an angle and 
1to an iron pipe framework with ropes 
‘pulleys. I caught my breath. My legs 
e there— both of them. 

he doctor pulled up a chair and sat 
m. “I’m Dr. Janus,” he told me. “I’m 
herapist in the rehabilitation program 
t at the hospital. Now all that means, 
liel, is that it’s my job to help patients 
ain the use of their limbs that have 
N injured.” 
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. my legs are all right, aren’t 
they? I can see them,” I said, trying to 
fight down rising panic. 

Dr. Janus hesitated a moment, then 
said, “I’m going to give it to you straight 
because | think that’s the way to help you 
the proper mental attitude. Do you 
ou can take it?” 


“But 


attain 
think 


I—I guess so,” I faltered, wondering 
what he was leading to. If my legs were 
all right, then—? 

‘You were hit by a policeman’s bullet,” 


tor went on. “Do you remember 
[ shook my head and waited for 
continue. “The bullet smashed into 
your pelvis—your hip bone. That’s why 
ve the lower part of your body in 
[t’s going to take a long time 
bone to knit back together, Daniel, 
en after it does heal it will never be 


the doc 
that?” 
him to 


we ha 
traction 
tor that 
and € 
quite the same.” 

[ listened to him with a sinking feeling 
as he then told me that eventually I would 
walk again, with only a trace of a limp. 
Before the full import of his words sank 
in, my thoughts flashed to Betty. Dr. Janus 
told me that while her life was not in 
danger now, she had suffered a concus- 
when the car smashed and that the 
shattered glass of the windshield had cut 
up her face. 

“No! Oh, God!” I wailed, turning my 
face into the pillow. I thought of her lying 
covered with bandages, her beauty pos- 
sibly ruined for life because of me brought 


sion 


a flood of remorseful tears. Would she hate 
me for the rest of her life? And her par- 
ents, could they ever forgive me? 

My brain burned with thoughts like that 
after the doctor left. The pressure inside 
me mounted until I could stand it no more. 
“T might as well be dead!” I moaned, a 


sudden wave of shame and guilt sweeping 
over me 

“Don’t say such a thing!” 

[ opened my eyes. There was Mom, 
standing beside the bed, her eyes a misty 
blue under the tears, but her chin set in a 
firm line. Her voice softened as she chided, 
“Don’t ever say that again. You hear me? 
There is nothing more precious than life, 
and I thank God that you will live.” 

“Even like this?” I asked bitterly. 

“Yes! Yes, my son, even like that,” she 

She laid her hand on my fore- 
nd it was cool and reassuring. 

as standing to one side and be- 

looking very uncomfortable in 


t suit and nervously twisting his 
his thick fingers. His dark eyes 
were veiled with fear and worry. I had 
seen him so badly shaken, so unsure 
of himself. And, as I thought of it, I had 
Mom so confident and self- 
She told me that she had 
Betty's parents and that Mr. and 
Brent were not bitter. They even ex- 
concern for me. 

“What you did was wrong, a very bad 
thing Mom said, “and you must pay. 
But now, you must get well and 


neve! 


neve! een 
controlled 
visited 
Mrs 


presse d 


strong again. That is the main thing.” 
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I felt terribly alone when she and Dad 
left. Despite Mom’s cheering words I 
knew that both she and Dad were cruelly 
hurt by what I had done. I had been 
taught that stealing was one of the worst 
sins. Yet, I had not only stolen, but had 
destroyed property and endangered human 
life. Dad could replace the wrecked car, 
but there was nothing he could do about 
the crime I had committed. Even if the 
authorities let me off easy I would still 
have a record as a thief hanging over my 
head. 

But over all this, an even blacker cloud 
loomed. My career as a star athlete was 
over before it really started. I would never 
play big league baseball or professional 
basketball, or any other arduous sport. 
Gently, but without pulling punches, Dr. 
Janus made that clear during his regular 
visits with me. Oh, I would be able to lead 
a normal life, he assured me, but I had 
always been convinced that nothing could 
be more boring than that. I was someone 
special, I thought, and my life would have 
the excitement and glamour and glory that 
only a sports hero can know. 


THOUGHT a lot about my mother dur- 

ing the days and nights I lay motion- 
less in that hospital bed. I began to realize 
that she was the really strong one in our 
family. Looking back, I could see now she 
had quietly, but firmly, guided Dad even 
though he made a great show of making 
all the decisions. It was she, for instance, 
who persuaded Papa to expand his busi- 
ness, although he took all the credit for 
its success, 

One day during visiting hours the nurse 
told us that Mr. Jeffers was outside asking 
if it were all right to see me. Hearing his 
name didn’t set off the old familiar resent- 
ment this time. Lying helpless in a hos- 
pital bed seemed to have changed me. In- 
stead, I was curious as to what he wanted. 
But my father furiously ordered the nurse 
to tell our unexpected visitor to leave im- 
mediately. “No, let him come in,” Mom 
said with quiet authority. Dad’s eyes 
flashed angrily but he did not argue. 

A short time later, Mr. Jeffers stood at 
the foot of my bed, some books under his 
arm. “I’ve just come from seeing Betty,” 
he told me. 

“How is she?” I asked eagerly. 

“She’s in excellent spirits and the doc- 
tor says she’s doing great.” 

“Did she—well, say anything 
me?” I asked hesitantly: 

Mr. Jeffers smiled faintly. “She’s not 
angry with you, if that’s what you mean. 
She is more concerned with how you were 
taking your—your injury than she is about 
herself.” 

What a girl! 1 thought proudly, blink- 
ing hard to keep back the tears. “When 
you see her again, tell her—tell her I'm 
sorry,” I said humbly. “I’d give my right 
arm if only—” I halted, realizing it was 
too late for regrets. 

Mr. Jeffers glanced down at my legs. 


about 


“You've already given a great deal, Dan? 
he said. “I only hope some good will come 
out of this.” 

I gave a bitter laugh. How could any. 
thing good come of the mess I’d made? 
But he seemed sincere and it sudden} 
occurred to me that he didn’t seem the 
same. In fact, seeing him outside the class. 
room and without his big ruler, he looked 
more human than I gave him credit fq 
being. 

“Betty’s father asked me to coach her ip 
her studies while she’s here,” Mr. Jeffers 
explained. His gaze held mine. “TI couli 
do the same for you, Dan—if you care ty 
accept the offer.” 

Mom cut short Dad’s protest with 2 
wave of her hand. “This is for Daniel ty 
decide,” she said, her voiced edged with 
sharpness. “All these years the boy ha 
been doing as you say. It can’t be tha 
way any longer. Our boy needs help, bu 
not that of strong muscles. Even money 
cannot help him now. Maybe the teacher 
can help.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Tobey,” Mr. Jeffers 
said. Then to me. “I'll be back next week. 
You can give me your decision then.” 

He left and a short time later Mon 
stood up and kissed me. “Think hard 
about what the teacher said,” she whis 
pered. “Goodbye.” 

Then I was alone. For the first time 
since I woke up in the hospital, I was 
not afraid, and the future did not appear 
hopelessly black. In the days that fol 
lowed I began to find a new kind of 
strength, the kind I saw Mom had. When 
Mr. Jeffers returned, I gave him my deci- 
sion. I told him I'd be grateful for any 
help he could give me. The next day he 
brought some books—and a note from Bet 
ty. I think those few lines of encourage 
ment she wrote as much as anything els 
kept me plugging along when the going 
got tough. If, after what I had done tv 
her, she still had faith in me, then I jus 
had to come through. Betty ... Mr. Jet 
fers ... even Dad in his own _puzaled 
way, gave me the will to go on, to change 
my dreams of glory on the field to thos 
of another kind. 

And Mom—she had showed me tha 
there are other ways to be strong. Some} 
how, my father’s ideas and his kind 
strength hadn’t worked for me. I realized 
it was time to try Mom’s way. Perhaps! 
would do better. At least, I was deter 
mined to find out. Already I have learned 
that taking a first step after the plaste 
casts were removed was just as big 4 
victory as scoring the winning touchdow! 
and seeing the love and confidence in 
loved one’s eyes can be just as thrilling 
as the cheers of a stadium full of peop 

My dream of being a sports star W 
smashed to bits in the car wreck. I'll 
leaving this hospital in a few days 
a new dream and I am confident I hav 
the kind of faith Betty has and the ki 
of strength Mom has to make it come t 
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rhand. “Forget it. Boys can be awfully 
ughtless sometimes.” 

‘There’s no excuse for me acting the way 
‘id though,” I said. 

She studied me closely. “You like Ray 
awiul lot, don’t yeu, Kathy?” 

[nodded awkwardly, not trusting myself 
speak. 

‘I know how you feel,” she said. “Al 
ans a lot to me too—everything, as a 
tter of fact.” She walked over to the 
sser and picked up a picture album. All 
the pages were filled with snap shots of 
-and Al with little comments written 
ide them. I was surprised at Al’s looks 
hough the pictures weren’t really very 
xd. He was not at all like I had some- 
, imagined he would be. He was not 
|, and in the pictures he seemed very 
k-skinned. His hair was cut very short. 
nanaged to conceal my surprise, how- 
r. 
‘You certainly have a crush on him, 
't you,” I teased. 

'He’s such a wonderful person,” Patty 
said wistfully, “—-so sweet, so thought- 
_so—” She shook her head. “Don’t 
me started. I could go on all day.” She 
yped down on the bed. “Tell me some- 
ng about Ray.” 

sat down beside her. 

He’s nineteen and it seems like I’ve 
wn him all of my life,” I gushed. “He’s 
zy about cars and he and Bob are al- 
ys tinkering with Bob’s jalopy. There 
t anything he can’t take apart and put 
ether. I don’t think he really knows 
y I feel about him though. I’d rather 
than have him know I like him. Most 
the time he treats me like I’m his best 
nd’s sister, but then there were some 
es a year or so ago when he would hold 
hand coming home from basketball 
nes and the beach. Things have been 
erent for months now though,” I said 
ttle sadly. 

y the time Mrs. Brown called us to 
the pie, Patty Jo and I had become 
d friends—really. We ate pie and I 
| the Browns about the other neighbors 
we all chatted wildly for a long time. 
ut when I got home, I became terribly 
tessed. Being with Patty Jo had made 
realize again how empty my life was. 
had Al’s love, even if he wasn’t tall 
handsome like Ray, and I had nothing. 
love for Ray seemed such a hopeless 
g- I decided to take a cold shower. 
he that would perk me up, I thought. 
hile I prepared for the shower, Mother 
t off to visit some friends and Bob 
ted himself into the living room and 
ped down on the sofa to take a nap. 
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With nothing to disturb me, I changed 
my plans and decided to take a sudsy, 
bath and follow it with a cold 
shower. While I was lying there in the 
tepid water, I heard the kitchen door open 
ind footsteps coming into the house. 

‘Anybody home in this shanty?” a voice 
cried out. It was Ray’s voice. I would 
have known it anywhere. 

I listened as he found his way into the 
living room. Then I heard Bob’s voice: 
“What’s up, sport? What’ve you got cook- 
ing under your hat?” Bob asked. 

Ray answered back happily. “I’ve got a 
double date for us tonight. A couple of 
living dolls visiting in town for the sum- 
mer. Man, they’re really foxes. You inter- 


warm 


ested ¢ 

The cake of soap I was holding slid out 
of my hand and skipped across the floor, 
and just as it fell my heart fell with it. 
Ray had a date with some cute out-of-town 
chick. The very thought of it hurt me in- 
side like I had been kicked in the stomach 
by a mule. I wondered what the girl would 
be like. Would she have nice hair and a 
good figure? Would she have the skin you 
love to touch—and kiss? I listened tensely 
is they made their plans, my hand instinc- 
tively touching my own rough complexion 

the skin no boy wanted to touch—or kiss. 

Suddenly Bob knocked on the bathroom 
door. “Hey, Sis, hurry it up,” he shouted. 
“I’ve got to get a shower and get dressed. 
Ray and I have got a wailing set to make 
tonight.” 

[ almost died. I wondered if I could 
dash out of the bathroom and into my own 
room without running into Ray. I would 
have my big terry cloth robe around me, 
of course, but I didn’t have a speck of 
makeup on and all of my face-fixing cos- 
were in the secret hiding place in 
my vanity. I sat there trembling as if I 


metics 


were sitting in ice water. 

And then, Bob was back at the door 
again, pounding hard and shouting ur- 
ntly. “Kathy, hurry up, will you? Did 
»u drown in there or something?” 
Numbly, I got out of the tub and pulled 
my heavy absorbent robe around my shoul- 
ders. Then I grabbed a big towel and 
it close to my face to make it look 
is if I was drying it or something and 
stepped through the door. I had to pass 
Bob’s door to get to mine, and to my hor- 
or as I started down the hall, Ray stepped 
out and blocked my path. 

| lowered my head and tried to dodge 

“Excuse me,” I said. 
What’s the hurry,” he grinned. “T’ll 


bet vO 


di ipe d 


i stink pretty clean right now. Lem- 
me see.” he said approaching me. 
“Let me pass,” I begged, in fright. But 
I could see from the light in Ray’s eyes 
that he was in a teasing mood. 
Did you have a bubble bath?” he per- 


sisted 
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I pressed the big towel closer to my face 
and tried to rush past him. Quickly, he 
jumped in front of me, reached out and 
pulled me into his arms. He yanked the 
towel away from my face and his lips came 
crushing down on mine. His lips were 
warm, friendly and exciting. The touch of 
our mouths together felt wonderful, but all 
of the time I was thinking of how to keep 
him from seeing my pimply face plain and 
frightful as it was without makeup. 

I wriggled, but he only held me tighter. 
Wild with panic as I struggled to hold the 
towel near my face I swung an arm free 
and pounded him viciously, fighting to get 
away from him. Then, as he suddenly let 
me go and I raced madly to my room I 
couldn’t help seeing the hurt in his eyes. 

Still I couldn’t help doing what I did. 
I’d die—just die—I told myself if Ray got 
a good look at my skin close up. I slammed 
my door and collapsed weakly on a nearby 
chair. I was sick over what I had done. 
I burst into tears and had to muffle the 
sound of my sobs with the towel. Then I 
heard footsteps beyond the door. 

“Kathy. Kathy,” Ray’s voice filtered 
through to me. “I’m sorry, sweets. I 
wasn’t getting fresh. Honest! I didn’t 
mean anything wrong. Gosh, Bob’s right 
downstairs. You know I wouldn’t get out 
of line, chicken. I’m sorry.” 

He sounded deadly earnest and I knew 
he meant every word of it. I wanted to 
say something but no words would come. 

Ray waited a few seconds and when I 
didn’t answer he walked away. 


OR THE NEXT several days I lived in 

torment. I couldn’t forget what I had 
done and I couldn’t talk to anyone about 
it. The thought of Ray and his sweet kiss 
stayed with me night and day, but when I 
saw him and Bob around the house I 
wanted to run and hide. I needn’t have 
worried too much, though, because Ray 
avoided me like the plague. I thought of 
apologizing a lot of times, but what could 
I say. I couldn’t even talk to Patty Jo 
about it I was so ashamed, and I avoided 
her, too. 

The one afternoon, when I was sitting 
dejectedly in my room, Mother came strid- 
ing in with a piece of paper in her hand 
and said, “Kathy, I want you to take this 
recipe over to Mrs. Brown next door.” 

“Oh, Mother, I don’t feel like it.” I re- 
belled as the thought of having to look at 
Patty Jo’s beautiful skin raced through my 
mind. She was a swell pal, but the way I 
was feeling I didn’t want to see anybody. 

“T don’t care how you think you feel,” 
Mother said determinedly, “you’ve been 
moping around the house here for days. 
It’s time a stop was put to it and what- 
ever it is that’s bothering you. Now go on 
and take Mrs. Brown this recipe. She 
needs it.” 


Still protesting, I took the recipe and 
walked across the lawn to the Browns 
house. I hoped Patty Jo would be out and 
I wouldn’t have to go past the front door 
But when Mrs. Brown answered the door, 
she was full of excitement and yanked m 
right inside. 

The whole family was in the living room 
and everybody seemed excited. Patty Jy 
was all dressed up and she was even mor 
excited than anybody. She ran over and 
hugged me. “Kathy,” she shouted, “gues 
what? Al is home and he’ll be here soon!” 

Her words hit me like an electric charge 
I bolted toward the door. “I’d better go.” 
I exclaimed. 

“No. stay.” everybody chorused, “you'y 
got to meet Al.” 

I glanced at my clothes. I was wearing 
slacks and a woolen sweater. I knew] 
looked nice, but still, how could I mee 
Al? I was scared. 

Just then a car screeched up to the curh 
outside. It was too late. Curiously, | 
looked out of the window. A swift-moving 
little gnome of a fellow was darting toward 
the front door. He was slight of build. dark 
brown-skinned and quick as lightning in 
his movements. His arms were loaded with 
packages and he was wearing a cowboy hat 
that made him look like a little mush 
room. 

He tore up the steps into the house. The 
Brown family converged on him like a 
swarm of bees on a nectar-filled flower. 
There were shouts of greeting and ex 
changes of kisses all around. Even Patty 
Jo’s little brother tugged at Al’s trouser 
leg. trying to gain attention. 

Somehow I caught a closeup glimpse a 
his face as Al brushed past me, and m 
mouth dropped open from shock and sur 
prise. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I told 
myself I must be seeing things. I blinked 
my eyes and slowly took a good seconi 
look. I couldn’t believe it. I must be seeing 
things I told myself again, but Al had acne 
just like me. 

He couldn’t. He couldn’t. But he did. 
He did! 

I stared openly at him. His face wa 
actually broken out with little pimples and 
bumps exactly like those that had tor 
mented me for over a year. 

I watched in fascination as he dre¥ 
Patty Jo into his arms, kissing her ove 
and over again. Was she blind, I wor 
dered? Couldn’t she see? 

Now Al had taken hold of Patty Jo’s kif 
brother’s chubby hands and was spinning 
him around the entire room. He put hia 
down and then scooped him up on his ba 
and gave him a pony ride. Next, he wel 
over to Mrs. Brown and gave her a bi 
growling bear hug; then he shook han 
with Mr. Brown so vigorously he neat 
pulled the old gentleman’s arm off. 
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Everywhere he stopped he left one of 
he armful of packages he had brought in, 
und finally he stepped over to me. I was so 
surprised that he even noticed me that all 
[could do was stutter as he took off his big 
sowboy hat and bowed to the floor. The 
whole family laughed at his mock polite- 
ness, and I laughed too. 

“Souvenirs I brought for everyone,” he 
said, with a gesture, and as he plunked his 
big cowboy hat on my head, he said “Sou- 
venirs for everyone for true.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly accept this,” I 
said as my hands flew up to the tall som- 
prero. 

“Certainly you can,” he said. “Keep it. 
[ve got six more in the trunk of my car.” 

From that moment on and for the next 
hour Al was all over the room and all over 
the house. He looked at every room, ad- 
mired the views and the furniture. He 
alked animatedly about everything and 
always said just the right thing. 

He’s cute, I thought after fifteen min- 
utes in his company. But after half an hour 
had passed and he had filled the house with 
3 much life and liveliness I found myself 
telling myself “He’s more than cute, he’s 
actually beautiful.” 

Then it occurred to me that this was 
really a family affair and I should be going. 
[ thanked him for the hat and when he 
held my hands and tried to keep me from 
leaving I found myself completely unaware 
that he was a bandy-legged little man with 
coarse unattractive features and blemishes 
om his skin. I was deeply touched by his 
thoughtfulness to me just because I hap- 
pened to be there when he arrived. His 
radiant personality and contagious zest for 
life had infected me. I didn’t even notice 
the blotches on his face. 

As I went across the lawn I took off the 
big hat and smiled down at it. Now I un- 
derstood why Patty Jo and her family loved 
Al so dearly. He was so charming, so darn 
nice that when he was around you stopped 
thinking about how he looked and paid 
attention to how he acted. You just couldn’t 
think about anything else. His warmness 
ind friendliness and kindness made you 
forget all about his blemished face. 

I lifted my head to the sky and shook 
he hair away from my eyes. 

From now on, I told myself, I am going 
0 be like that. I’m going to be my old self 
again. For a year I had hidden behind a 
pimple and blamed all of my troubles on 
‘few unimportant bumps. I realized it had 
lust been an excuse I had conjured up 
when it dawned on me that I didn’t have 
rfection, that I didn’t have Maggie’s 
hapely legs and Therese’s beautiful back 
ind all the good things about me all put 
gether. When I discovered I couldn’t 
ave the perfection I longed for, I shrank 
nto. a hard shell of misery when all the 


time I could have gone right on enjoying | 
| 


life. 

Deep inside me the suspicion stirred that 
I should have simply laughed off the first 
pimple that appeared on my face and gone 
on being pleasant, admitting to myself I 
couldn’t be the perfect beauty and maybe 
the second pimple never would have come. 
I hoped it wasn’t too late. 


As I CLIMBED the steps of our back 

porch, I was startled by a clinking 
noise coming from beside the garage. I 
glanced up. Ray and Bob were working on 
Bob’s car. 

I stared at Ray for a long moment. I 
could start being nice right now, I told 
myself. Maybe I could never win him, but 
certainly I ought to let him know I wasn’t 
a sourpuss any more. 

Nervously, I walked over to them. I was 
glad I had on my best slacks and nicest 
sweater. Bob was pounding so hard on a 
dented fender he didn’t even hear me. I 
walked over to the other side where Ray 
was. He looked up. 

“Hello, Ray,” I said, giving him my 
flashiest smile. 

He gulped, shook his head and then 
broke into a broad grin. 

“Hi, Kathy,” he said, “you’re really look- 
ing sharp there, chicken.” 

That was Ray all right—sweet and for- 
giving. 

“T’m sorry about the other day,” I said. 
The words came easy and I found it easy 
to put a genuine smile with them. 

He chuckled. “Forget it. I was wrong, 
but it was worth the beating I took,” Ray 
laughed. 

“Silly people. Silly people,” Bob said 
from the other side of the car. “Why don’t 
two simpletons get yourselves to- 
gether?” 

“You just take care of your Therese, 
boy,” I shot at him, “just take of your 
Therese.” 

We all laughed happily. 

“I guess I’ve been pretty hard to get 
along with lately, haven’t 1?” my conversa- 
tion bent back to Ray. 

“That’s for sure,” he agreed enthusias- 


you 


tically. “You used to be nice as pie and 
sweet as candy; then all of a sudden you 
changed.” 

“That’s funny,” I said, “I thought you 
had changed.” 

Ray gave me a disgusted look. “Silly 
girl,” he said. 

At that moment I caught sight of my 
face in the rear-view mirror on the car’s 
fender. Was that me? I was actually laugh- 
ing happily. I patted Ray’s shoulder and 
went into the house, hoping he would fol- 
low. 


He did. THE END 
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Poison-Tongued Woman 


(Continued from Page 35) 


in the middle of a party. They’re no kids.” 

“T have a headache, too,” I said. “I’m 
sorry. Maybe we can stay longer next 
time,” I added, turning to Gladys. 

“T hope so,” she said, showing us to the 
door. 

Bill was silent as we walked home. “I’m 
sorry if I spoiled your fun,” I told him. 

He said, “That’s all right. If you didn’t 
feel well there was nothing else to do but 
leave.” But the tone of his voice told me 
that he did mind. I don’t know why I did 
it, but after Bill brought me an aspirin and 
glass of water, I said, “I’m sorry I dragged 
you away like that.” Bill just looked an- 
noyed. “Maybe you could still go back,” I 
suggested. 

I don’t know what I expected. But cer- 
tainly it wasn’t Bill’s quick acceptance of 
my suggestion. I guess I wanted him to say 
he’d rather stay with me since I wasn’t 
feeling well. But he was reaching for his 
jacket almost before the words were out of 
my mouth. “Say, that’s an idea!” he said 
quickly. “You’d be all right, wouldn’t you, 
Jean? I'd be right across the street if you 
needed me.” 

He edged toward the door. “Do you 
want to go, Bill?” I asked, still hoping he 
would see that I wanted him to stay. 

“Well— after all, we did leave kind of 
abruptly. I won’t stay long, just long 
enough to be neighborly.” 


ILL LEFT and I cursed myself for 

being a stupid fool. In trying to get 
him to volunteer to stay with me, I gave 
him an opening to return to the party. I'd 
left the choice up to him and then it was 
too late to say I hadn’t meant it. 

Bill’s eagerness to leave that night could 
only mean that he was falling under 
Gladys’ spell, just as I feared. When he 
came home about an hour later, I pre- 
tended to be asleep. My mind was in a 
whirl. I didn’t know what to do about the 
woman I was sure was trying to wreck our 
home. I was miserable, more miserable 
than I thought was possible. Before this 
happened, I’d gone along happy and con- 
tent. As women sometimes do, I built my 
whole life around my home. Just the 
physical part of it—the furniture, the eff- 
cient schedule on which I ran the house. 
The members of the family got whatever 
time and energy I had left over, and per- 
haps that wasn’t enough. But I would not 
accept any part of the responsibility for 
what had happened. I was a good woman; 
Gladys Weir was a bad woman. Lying 
there in the dark that night, I knew I had 
to do something to save my home. 

The next morning I went to the front 
window and gazed at the house across the 
street. Gladys Weir was lolling on a 


blanket spread out in the side yard. As 
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hike with his Boy Scout troop. I had sper 
all day cleaning and after dinner | 
stretched out on the bed. Bill asked m 
to go out with him, but I told him I w, 
too tired. The real reason was that I was 
still angry with him. When I thought abou 
it calmly, I realized there was no reason ti 
suspect him of any wrong-doing. But w 
live by our feelings, not our rations a “ 
thoughts, and I felt hurt and disappointe mn seta - 
in Bill. So I refused to go out with him a. P agers 

I dozed off for a few hours and when] thin tad . ' 
awoke the house was dark and empty ani oe r 9 
still as a grave. Then, through the stil} I ea on 
ness I heard the sound of music an Ps Se " At 
laughter, faintly, as from a distance. | a a , 
knew without looking that it was comin — ia 
from across the street, and I resented othe — = Me 
people having fun while I was so alone. lanes 
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Ella to help me do something about Glad) my Out oi 
Weir. I had no clear plan in mind. But 

was certain that if the respectable wom Ttossed my hi 
of the neighborhood got together and madg'ay. 

their indignation felt, Cladys Weir wou 

know she was unwelcome. Ella was t E encounte 


ideal person to help me arouse the othe} determined te 
women by spreading the truth abog*tause apparen 


Gladys. en it out. Al 
I made sure that Ella had enough i§" some incide 
formation to pass along. If a salesméjttcent folk agai 
went into Gladys’ house and stayed long@¥illing to do wha 
than I thought was necessary, I told incident. 





nd [knew that she would spread the word. 
ladys gave other parties, but each time I 
und some excuse for turning down the 
yitation. Not only that, but I dropped 
nts that Gladys was out to steal one 
oman’s husband or another’s, and the 
tendance at her parties began to drop 


[ suppose I should have had some qualms 
yout what I was doing; I made Ella look 
ke an amateur when it came to dishing 
it dirt. But I kept telling myself that 
was doing a service to the community as 
ell as protecting my home and family. I 
st so involved in my spying and gossiping 
at I had even less time than before to 
ve my family. I was short-tempered with 
children and around Bill I adopted a 
Ifrighteous aloofness that first puzzled, 
en angered him. 

“What’s wrong with you, Jean?” Bill 
ked one night. “You’ve been going 
ound smiling to yourself as if you had 
e biggest secret in the world.” 

“m happy. Is there anything wrong in 
at?” I replied. “Or is there a law against 
yd people being happy?” 

“That’s another thing,” he said irritably. 
You're always talking about ‘good’ people 
id ‘bad’ people. You sound like some 
int on a crusade to reform the world.” 
“lm sorry it bothers you!” I snapped, 
cretly pleased that he had noticed. “I 
mt know about the world, but certain 
ings about this neighborhood certainly 
ed reforming!” 

I walked away and left him to think 
bout that. A few days later, when some of 
y friends came over to spend the after- 
yon, one of the girls suggested that we 
vite my neighbor across the street to join 
e informal group we had. Well! I set 
r straight in short order. When I got 
rough telling all I'd heard from Ella 
bout Gladys Weir and what I’d seen for 
yself, everyone present was ready to ask 
r to move. 

I was sure that Gladys noticed the hos- 
lity my friends and I showed. I knew for 
ttain the day I happened to run into her 
| the supermarket. She spoke and I 
Mded coolly. Before I could pass on, she 
opped me, and I noticed that her hair 
id been dyed red. How typical of her, I 
ought contemptuously. 

“Why do you hate me, Mrs. Hollis?” she 
id unexpectedly. 

“Hate you? I don’t hate you,” I said 
lly. “I just feel sorry for you. You must 
l very out of place in this neighbor- 
od.” 

I tossed my head in the air and walked 
vay, 


HE encounter made me even more 
‘determined to get rid of Gladys Weir 
cause apparently she was attempting to 
azen it out. All it would take, I decided, 
is some incident that would arouse the 
tent folk against her. And I was quite 
lling to do whatever was needed to create 
t incident. 


I got my chance a few days later. It was 
Saturday again, and again I was alone. 
This time, Bill had stalked out during an 
argument, the first we’d had in years. Beryl 
wanted to go to a party and I refused: her 
permission. Bill took it up and asked me 
to change my mind. That’s when we 
quarreled, and I finally yelled, “All right, 
she can go. If my whole family is going 
to turn against me, there’s nothing I can 
do.” 

Bill tried to calm me down but I jerked 
away from him. He slammed out of the 
house and I went to my room and closed 
the door. When I came out, Bill and Beryl 
were both gone. Once again, the music and 
laughter floated in from across the street. 
and as always, I was tortured by the 
thought of people enjoying themselves 
while I was so miserable. My house seemed 
so drab and empty compared to the evil 
house across the street. 

I began to wonder if Bill were over there, 
laughing at me, talking to Gladys Weir, 
dancing with her. The more I thought 
about it, the more certain I was that he was 
there. The noise and music built up until 
there was a pounding in my head and I 
wanted to scream. I had to stop all that 
sinful carrying on. 

The police! I would call the police and 
swear out a complaint. It was my right as 
a taxpayer; it was my duty as a good 
woman in the community. I picked up the 
phone, then hesitated. Suppose Bill were 
over there? Suppose—lI forced the thought 
from my mind. It would serve him right 
if he was there and had to be chased home 
by the police. It might make him see the 
terrible mistake he was making by fooling 
around with an evil woman who meant him 
no good. 

Say I was a foolish woman making 
mountains out of mole hills. Tell me I was 
destroying the character of another human 
being with my spying and gossiping; that 
I was even worse than Ella Winters as a 
rumor monger. Ask me why I didn’t speak 
frankly to my husband and straighten out 
the situation with a few well-chosen words. 

My answer would be: have you ever tried 
to talk sense to a woman eaten by jealousy, 
tortured by fear of losing her husband to 
another woman? A woman who is posi- 
tively convinced that she stands for every- 
thing that’s good and decent as opposed 
to sin and evil? I had gotten into a state 
where I could no longer talk freely to Bill 
and after so many years of marriage I 
wondered if he might be tiring of me. I was 
confused and in my mixed-up condition 
I struck out blindly. 

Of course, I realized none of this until 
after I acted. At the time, I was convinced 
that my motives were pure and that I was 
right. There was only a moment’s hesita- 
tion, and then I dialed the police. “I want 
to report a disturbance,” I said into the 
phone, and gave the address of the Weir 
house. When the officer asked my name 
and address I didn’t want to give it, but 
reminding myself I had nothing to be 
ashamed of, I told him. 
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Nothing to be ashamed of? What hap- 
pened after the police arrived was so 
messy that I thought I would die of shame. 
Worse than that, I suddenly found myself 
utterly and completely alone. The police 
car pulled up in front of our house and 
an officer came up to the door. I told him 
I didn’t want to get mixed up in the affair, 
but that I felt it my duty as a citizen to 
report the wild party in progress across 
the street. 

“You can hear for yourself how loud and 
rowdy they are,” I said. 

The officer screwed up his face. “Doesn’t 
sound so bad to me, lady,” he said. 

“That woman is a disgrace to the neigh- 
borhood!” I snapped. “I’m positive some- 
thing fishy is going on over there.” 

‘Please make up your mind,” the officer 
said. “You’re making the complaint. Either 
there’s a public disturbance—and I don’t 
see any signs of one—or you have reason 
to believe someone is breaking the law.” 

“T insist you do something!” I said 
firmly 

The policeman shrugged. “Then you'll 
have to come to the station and sign a 
complaint,” he told me. 

I backed down. I didn’t want to go that 
far. Maybe I'd have to think up something 
else. Right then, I wanted the police to 
leave quickly. The neighbors, I was sure, 
had noticed the squad car and would be 
curious, 

Just as the police left, Bill came home. 
When I told him what I’d done, he stared 
at me as if I were crazy. “What’s wrong 
with you, Jean?” he demanded. “Here 
lately you’ve been acting like a— well, I 
don’t know what to say!” 

[ tried to tell him about Gladys Weir, 
what kind of woman she was and how she 
was out to steal him from me. “You don’t 
really believe that?” he asked in astonish- 
ment. 

“Tr’s true, Bill. Ask any of the decent 
women in the neighborhood!” 

Bill stared at me in disgust, then turned 
and went into the house. I ran after him. 
“You like her!” I accused. “That’s why 
you're always defending her.” 

He nodded. “Yes, I do like her,” he said 
bluntly. “I like her honesty. She’s friendly 
and when I’m over there I’m grateful for a 
chance to be away from the nagging and 
gossip and evil thoughts that I’ve noticed 
around here lately.” 

“So you admit it! You’re in love with 
her. The two of you—” 

“Stop it!” Bill shouted over my screams. 
“Whatever you’re thinking, don’t say it. 
I’m not in love with Gladys. I just feel 
sorry for her. It started when you made 
it so obvious that you didn’t like her, so 
I went out of my way to be friendly. Then 
I discovered that her parties were fun. I 
could relax and have a good time. 

“Maybe I did go to a few of them with- 
out you, but you were welcome to come 
along. You seemed determined to spite 
her. Now, there’s this ridiculous business 
of calling the police. I think you owe 
Gladys an apology.” 
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I snapped, “Don’t hold your breath until 
she gets it!” 


AFTER THAT, Bill made no pretense 

about visiting Gladys Weir. In my con- 
fused state, I took this as proof that my 
suspicions had been right all along. I re- 
fused to admit to myself that I had driven 
him closer to her. I realize now that even 
if there had been something between Bill 
and Gladys I went about breaking it up in 
the wrong way. 

As I brooded over the humiliation the 
two of them had brought me, my thoughts 
turned to revenge. More than that, I 
wanted to force Bill to admit he was wrong 
all along. I thought again of the police. I 
turned it over in my mind for a long time 
before I went to the station. It was the 
only way. 

This time, I swore out a complaint. I 
was positive that the women in the neigh- 
borhood would back me up. Once again, it 
was one of Gladys’ parties that gave me 
the excuse I needed. Then I hurried to 
Ella Winters’ house and told her what to 
expect. “Don’t breathe a word of this,” I 
cautioned her, knowing full well that in a 
matter of minutes it would be all over the 
neighborhood. 

When the police arrived a little later, 
people were peering out windows and 
standing in their yards waiting to see what 
would happen. For the police to come 
twice in a short time was a big event in our 
quiet section. 

The police went into Gladys’ house and 
suddenly the music and laughter stopped. 
Smiling to myself, I went outside. A crowd 
began to gather and as I got nearer, I heard 
Mrs. Johnson asking, “What’s wrong here? 
What’s happening?” 

“This is going to be a decent neighbor- 
hood again,” I said proudly. “These wild 
parties are going to stop. I’ve seen to 
that!” 

“But my son’s in there!” Mrs. Johnson 
said. 

Before I could say anything, Gladys’ 
guests started leaving the house, walking 
ahead of the policemen. They were teen- 
agers! They were not the men and women 
I assumed were having a wild time inside. 
Gladys rushed out of the house, yelling at 
the police. Then she saw me and ran over 
to me. “You did this!” she screamed. 
“You’re the one. You’ve ruined me!” 

The people crowded around us and I 
was not afraid of anything she could say 
or do. “The best thing for you to do is 
move away from here.” I told her. “Every- 
body knows what kind of woman you are.” 

“T don’t know what you mean,” she said 
tearfully. “All I was doing was having a 
birthday party for my daughter. Those are 
children you called the cops on!” 

“Then I say, no better for them!” 

“Mother!” 

I nearly fainted. It was Beryl’s voice. I 
turned and saw her being held by a police- 
man. “Oh, Mother,” she wailed. “What 
have you done?” 

“I’m— I’m protecting my family,” I fal- 


tered. I turned to the people around me 
“Why, this woman has even lured my inno. 
cent children into her evil house!” 

“That’s a lie!” Beryl shouted. “I wa; 
invited to the party. I went because | 
wanted to. You won’t let us have any fy 
at home and—” 


“You shut up!” I shrieked. “This 
woman is no good, officer! Take her away, 
Ask anybody around here. They'll tell you 
the same thing.” 

The officer glanced around, “All right 
folk. How about it?” 

There was an awful silence. No one said 
a word. Frantically, I looked areund for 
friendiy faces. There were none. “Mr 
Johnson,” I said. “You know I’m right.” 


Mrs. Johnson shook her head. “My sof 


told me a different story, Mrs. Hollis. | 
think you’re the one who’s wrong.” 

Then, Mrs. Olden spoke up. “You tried 
to tell me my husband was doing some 
thing wrong. Sure, he played cards with 
his friends at Mrs. Weir’s, but that was m 
reason for the ugly stories you spread.” 

One after another, the women spoke w 
—not against Gladys Weir, but against me! 
In desperation, I looked for Ella, the on 
who had started it all. She looked righ 
into my eyes, a faint smile on her lips, but 
didn’t say a word. 

Gradually, the commotion died down 
The party was broken up and the police 
left. The crowd drifted away, leaving only 
Gladys Weir and me standing there. 

“Well, you won,” she said brokenly. 4 
can never live here after this. I— I’ve ga 
my children to think of. I only hope youl 
be happy, Mrs. Hollis.” 


Then she turned and went into the housef 


I tried to tell myself that I had nothing ti 
be ashamed of, that I had done what wa 
right. Somehow, such thoughts did noi 
satisfy me. I kept recalling the look in 
Beryl’s eyes, the unveiled contempt of the 
other women, the smug expression on Elli 
Winters’ face. Most of all, I rememberei 
the anguish in Gladys Weir’s face whet 
she admitted defeat. Somehow, I was née 


jubilant as I thought I would be. It wa’ 


as if I was defeated, not she. 

When Gladys Weir moved away a fev 
weeks later, I sat at my front window ani 
watched the moving van being loaded. 
can’t describe my feelings. All I knew wa 
that nothing had turned out the way | 
planned. My neighbors shunned me; ™ 
daughter has become a stranger; and evel 
Billy’s attitude has changed. 

But most painful of all are the wordles 
looks that my husband gives me as we 
on trying to make a go of things. I've trie! 
in every way to make up for the awii 
thing I did, and every now and then I thiai 
perhaps the thing is forgotten. Then, fro 
Bill—and my neighbors, too—I get a fleet 
ing look of mixed contempt and pity, as! 
I had committed murder. I realize agai 
that there is more than one way to kill 
person and I know that of them all, 
method I used is the most despicable. 

“Thou shalt not bear false witness .«-: 
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Love Across The Color Line 


(Continued from Page 25) 


An acquaintance of ours stopped by the 
hotel one evening and invited us to dinner. 
The conversation had proved interesting 
enough by this time and we did not want 
to miss the opportunity. His words had 
struck both Carl and me forcibly; they 
seemed to open a potentially new world 
for us. 

Perfume! 

Our friend had a new product of which 
he was justifiably proud. It was not a 
terribly expensive or exclusive formula 
and the process of manufacture was not 
very complex. He had acquired the man- 
ufacturing rights and was organizing a 
sales force to handle the perfume, as yet 
unnamed, and wanted to know if Carl 
would like to invest, or if Carl would 
interest his father in investing in the 
business. 

Perhaps I was more responsible than 
anyone for what happened from then on, 
for I saw a chance to put my time to 
good use that would be of practical help 
to Carl and beneficial for both of us. 

Carl had been working for others long 
enough, it seemed to me, and with his 
contacts and his pleasing personality, I 
had often talked to him of starting a 
business of our own of some kind. This 
seemed to me to be the answer to several 
problems all rolled into one. And the 
time was right. 

We had a pleasant dinner and sat talk- 
ing over coffee for a long time. The out- 
come was a franchise for Carl, for the 
distribution and sale of the new perfume 
in Harlem. I also talked to him about 
organizing the business in such a way 
that I could get into it and help Carl. I 
thought we might start right in our own 
home, though we had agreed that we 
would have to beat the apartment prob- 
lem first. 


THE APARTMENT HUNTING went 

into high gear, but not with immediate 
success. Still I insisted on telling people 
that my husband was colored, and still I 


met with opposition. We were looking, 
now, for a place outside Harlem, for if 
ever I got into the business in a big way, 
or even a small way, there would be 
meetings and conferences required and 
we knew it would be impossible to con- 
duct them successfully in Harlem. 

The business could not wait, however, 
for the apartment, so Carl got under way 
with his end of things before Christmas, 
and by December the business was flour- 
ishing. 

Finally, in January, the unbelievable 
happened: I found just the apartment we 
wanted! It was ultra-modern, had all 
conveniences, and it was in a quiet area 


on Riverside Drive which had a delightful 


view. I loved it from the moment I saw it. 
It was perfect for that furniture we had 
stored that had been costing us money all 
this time. 

The superintendent, who also acted as 
renting agent, provided me willingly with 
all the necessary papers, told me that a 
three-year lease was required and that the 
rent was one hundred and sixty-five dol- 
lars a month. 

“When could we move into the apart- 
ment?” I asked. 

“Tt’ll take about three days to paint it,” 
he said. “We'll make out the lease start- 
ing the first of February, so you can move 
in then providing the landlord passes on 
your application.” 

I shook a little as I filled out the papers, 
but I filled them out accurately. I kept 
reminding myself that they wouldn’t ex- 
pect white people to enclose “White” in 
parenthesis after their names so I 
wouldn’t put “colored” after Carl’s. Yet, 
I knew perfectly well that it was merely 
rationalizing. I did not like it, but it 
seemed to be the only way and it was 
forced upon me rather than chosen by 
me. I consoled myself with the thought 
that Carl’s manners and the quiet way 
we lived would soon win anyone who 
might initially object. 

Carl was delighted when I described the 
apartment to him. We started back to the 
hotel and I went over every detail I could 
remember, describing the apartment to 
him and what I had in mind for decorat- 
ing it. 

“Do they know?” he asked. 

“No, Carl, they don’t. We wouldn’t 
have been accepted if they’d known, but 
they do know about the business and the 
fact that people might be coming in and 
out. Not lots of people. of course, but I ex- 
plained about the business and that we 
would be having salesmen coming to call 
on us. He said it was perfectly all right as 
long as we didn’t have a retail business of 
some sort where the public would be run- 
ning in and out.” 

Carl didn’t like it—but then, neither 
did I; however, we knew that there was 
no alternative. 

A few days later the superintendent 
phoned to say that the application had 
been granted and that I 
colors if I cared to come down for a meet- 
ing with the painter. 

Bea joined me and we had a wonderful 
time selecting colors for the rooms. 

The day we went down to see the paint- 
ers, I passed several orientals in the halls. 

“You mean you have Chinese people 
living here?” I queried the superintendent. 

“Hope you don’t mind,” he said, “but 
the landlord is very broad-minded about 
those things. And they’re nice people.” 
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“T don’t mind at all,” I laughed, much 
relieved. “I’m not a prejudiced person.” 
“Nor me,” the superintendent agreed. 


“And the landlord’s not prejudiced. Why, 
we've got several Chinese and Japanese 
families living here and they’re mighty 
fine people.” 

Bea and I exchanged happy glances. 

“I shouldn’t have given you the apart- 
ment without telling you,” the superintend- 
ent admitted. “Hope you won’t hold it 
against me.” 


I could hardly wait to get to a telephone 
to tell Carl. It was the best news Id 
heard for a long, long time. 

“Then did you tell him about me?” 


Carl wanted to know. 


“No.” I admitted. “I didn’t think any 
more about it. Why would they object to 
us? Racial prejudice is racial prejudice, 
and they obviously don’t have any there. 
We've just been lucky.” 

It was cause for real celebration, and 
the future looked brighter than ever. It 
was a glorious feeling. At last we had a 


of our own—and a home without 
H where we could live as we 
iH wished, quietly and peacefully. 


C \RL WENT with me the following 
“evening to see the apartment. The 
superintendent was in the lobby when 
we arrived. 

“Good evening, Mrs. Neil,” he greeted 
me, barely glancing at Carl. “All ready 
to move in?” 

“Almost.” I called him by name. 

Carl took a ten dollar bill out of his 
wallet and handed it to the man. The 
ntendent took it, an odd expression 

on his face, and looked at Carl strangely. 
[ hope you'll help her all you can 
iH while she’s moving in,” Carl said. “It’s 
| a lot of work to move around.” 
“I'll help her,” the superintendent said 
quietly, still looking puzzled. 
“My husband’s afraid I'll over work,” 
| I laughed. “He doesn’t know how strong 


home 


prejudice, 





super 


| am 

The superintendent’s face turned three 
\) or four different colors in as many seconds. 
i He started wringing his hands and his eyes 
} jerked from Carl to me, then back to 
| Carl, then back to me. It was like some- 

thing from a speeded-up cartoon. 

. . I mean, is this 


“Ts this—is he your . 
| Vr. Neil?” he finally managed to ask. 
; “Yes. He’s my husband.” 


He led us to the elevator and, just be- 
fore we went up he asked, “When are you 


coming in? 


I told him I’d let him know the hour. 


— HE LANDLORD MET ME at the door 
of the building. 
“Mrs. Neil,” he began, “you didn’t tell 
me you were married to a nigger.” 


“You didn’t ask,” I said. Then I lied. “It 
didn’t occur to me that you would object. 
\fter all, there are quite a few Chinese and 
Japanese in the building and the super- 
intendent ‘forgot’ to tell me about them!” 
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“That’s different. Besides,” he said, 
squinting his eyes, “who'd ever think a 
beautiful blonde like you would be mar- 
ried to a nigger.” 

“That’s getting a bit personal, don’t 
you think?” 

“But why did you marry him?” 

I answered him firmly and as calmly 
as I could: “If I choose to marry a Negro, 
I don’t believe that it is any of your busi- 
ness.” 

“Don’t be coy, Mrs. Neil. Anyone 
would wonder why a beautiful girl like 
you would marry a nigger.” 

“Maybe,” I admitted, “but that doesn’t 
give them the right to ask.” I wanted to 
change the subject and change it quickly. 
“You'll get your rent on time, sir, and I 
believe that our only business with each 
other is when the rent is due and if it is 
paid and how well the service is main- 
tained. Is my check good? Isn’t the lease 
legal?” 

“All right.” he said haughtily. “But 
don’t let’s have any of your wild parties 
or noisy friends.” 

“What makes you think we have noisy 
friends or give wild parties?” I asked. 

“I didn’t say there’d be any; I said don’t 
let’s have any!” 

“We will pay our rent on time, always, 
and we won't be any trouble to you. Our 
lease runs three years and I don’t think 
there is ever likely to be any complaint 
about wild parties or noise as long as we 
live here.” 

It was unpleasant, and both Carl and 
I worried and fretted. But nothing unto- 
ward happened. We moved in the furni- 
ture, the girls helped me get draperies 
made and hung, and I soon met a charming 
girl upstairs who stopped in for coffee. She 
studied dramatics and voice and was mar- 
ried to a Spaniard. Though completely 
American, from stock several generations 
old, she was of French origin. 

It was good to make a new friend and 
have an ally in the building. Carl and the 
Spaniard got along very well. 

Life was good. We finally had a home 
that we loved, a business that was flourish- 
ing, friends—though admittedly the drama 
student and her husband were our only 
friends in the building, but that is hardly 
unusual in New York apartment houses 
—and the future looked bright. 

February was gone before we were 
completely straightened around, and 
March was over before we had a chance 
to have any of our friends over. I hadn’t 
realized how much stuff we had accumu- 
lated in that hotel room, and half the time 
was spent shopping anyway, so we almost 
flew through those first two happy months. 

By the first of April we were finally 
settled. 

By the end of April’s first week, the 
end had begun! 

On that‘ morning, my drama student and 
I were sitting in my kitchen. She often 
came down to have me cue her when she 
was learning something new, or just to tell 
me about her classes. 


She was planning to do a scene with a 
man, and I was reading the man’s lines to 
her when the bell rang. We laughed ex- 
citedly over it, I remember, because just as 
the door bell rang the line in the play we 
were reading called for a telephone bell to 
ring. It seemed an amusing coincidence. 

Amusement was shortly forgotten. A de- 
livery man handed me a special delivery 
letter, for which I signed. 

I dropped the envelope on the table and 
poured my friend more coffee. 

“Tt’s from the landlord,” she said, glanc- 
ing at the return address. “You don’t sup- 
pose they’re going to raise the rents?” 

“We have a lease,” I answered, “so there 
isn’t much chance for a hike in the rent.” 

My face must have reflected my feelings 
as I read the letter. 

“What’s wrong?” the girl from upstairs 
asked. 

“Why, I can’t believe it!” 

“Higher rent?” 

“No. Nothing as simple as that.” 

“Let’s see.” She took the letter and read 
it slowly. “That’s ridiculous,” she exploded. 
“Tt’s not true. And we ought to know—we 
live right above you!” 

The letter was from the landlord. He 
said he had been receiving innumerable 
complaints from the tenants above and be- 
low us and all around. He said that all of 
our neighbors had been complaining ever 
since we moved in. Our wild parties and 
noisy guests were keeping them awake un- 
til dawn and making impossible conditions 
for sleep and rest for everyone in the build- 
ing. We would have to stop the parties in- 
stantly or he would demand that we move. 

“The only party we’ve had was last Sun- 
day.” I fumed, “and that was really a wild 
affair—Carl’s mother, Cindy and Bobby 
and their new baby.” I was walking around 
the room, now, trying to control myself. 
“We were really wild—all four hours they 
were here, from four in the afternoon until 
eight o’clock at night!” 

“Don’t do a thing about it,” my friend 
advised. “If anyone ever says anything to 
us we'll tell them the truth. You don’t have 
to worry, Elaine. If you tell the truth, 
everything will be all right. Just stick to 
the facts.” 

Carl, when he came in, was disturbed by 
the letter. We talked it over all evening, 
not able to think about anything else, but 
we concluded that the statements about the 
complaints of the tenants could not pos- 
sibly be true. 

“We know the real reason, honey, so 
we'd better try to ignore it. The less we 
say, the better.” Carl’s words calmed me 
and made me feel a little better. 

Within ten days, however, letter No. 2 
arrived. It was much more strongly 
worded. The complaints were mounting. 
Evidently we had ignored the first warning 
and now, this was the last time, the land- 
lord made it quite clear that he would take 
court action if we did not stop our boister- 
ous parties! 

“We'd better not ignore this,” Carl said. 
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“Tl telephone the landlord and we can 
make an appointment.” 

“Why don’t they leave us alone, Carl? I 
don’t want to see him or talk to him. Every 
time someone starts talking about things 
like this it just emphasizes them, makes 
them bigger than they are.” 

“Honey, we didn’t start it. The only im- 
portant thing to remember is that we're 
right. We don’t give boisterous parties and 
so we haven’t a thing to worry about.” 

When we finally met the landlord the 
next day, it seemed that we were mistaken: 
we did have something to worry about. 

“T can’t do anything about the com- 
plaints from your neighbors, Mr. and Mrs. 
Neil. If they complain to me all the time, 
it’s in the best interests of the largest 
number of people that I take action against 
you.” 

“But we haven’t been giving any parties, 
let alone wild ones.” 

“It’s your word against your neighbors’, 
and they've complained.” 

Carl thought a moment, then asked, “If 
they have complained, is it really about 
parties? Have they said things about 
wild parties or have they said things about 
the fact that my skin is black?” 

“Oh no, Mr. Neil.” the landlord hastened 
to assure him. “That doesn’t make any 
difference. We have no prejudice here. It’s 
the parties.” 

“Then I’d suggest,” Carl replied, “that 
they telephone the police while the party is 
going on and then they can do something 
about our disturbing the peace. Isn’t that 
logical?” 

“T suppose it is,” the landlord said. “I 
suppose so.” 

“Look, sir,” I pleaded. “We pay our 
rent, and it’s a pretty high rent, too, and 
we want to stay here. We have a lease 
and we take good care of the apartment. 
But we don’t want trouble. If it’s prejudice 
that has caused the complaints, we can’t do 
anything about it. But we don’t have wild 
parties and we don’t plan to organize any, 
so please don’t send us any more of those 
letters.” 

The 
stopped. 


landlord The letters 


agreed. 


HE PERFUME BUSINESS still flour- 

ished, and Carl had, by this time, nine 
salesmen working for him. They were not 
full time salesmen, devoting themselves to 
the perfume business exclusively. Most of 
them had full or part-time work with other 
organizations but used the additional time 
they had to make contacts and find outlets 
for our product. 

Salesmen would come to the house, oc- 
casionally, to talk to us about various pros- 
pects or arrange for pick-ups at the ware- 
house, but most of the work of that nature 
was done on the telephone. Sometimes, 
however, a buyer or a box manufacturer or 
bottle-maker would come to the house. 

We talked some of taking an office, but 
the overhead would be heavy and, at the 


moment, unnecessary burden on the young 
business. We wondered if people coming in 
and out would bother anyone, but we 
counted our callers carefully and found 
that we had an average of only seven or 
eight visitors a week. My friend upstairs 
had twice that many: out-of-work actors 
and actresses dropping in constantly to 
read lines, talk shop, or just bemoan the 
fate of the legitimate theatre. 

“Tt’s not worth taking an office,” Carl 
said. “That small number of callers 
couldn’t bother anyone.” 

The time had come, too, when we 
thought we should expand and try for 
some of the white markets. The “Harlem 
Branch” was going over quite well, and 
I saw no reason for delaying our venture 
into the downtown trade outlets. 

Accordingly, I hired three part-time 
salesmen, gave them each a complete line 
of our products, free samples, a list of 
prices, and assigned them the territories. 
I used our phone as my business phone 
and I handled what little advertising we 
planned, as well as trying to help with the 
ideas for bottling and packaging. 

The second time one of the white sales- 
men came to see me, he said the superin- 
tendent had given him a thorough cross- 
examination about his purpose in seeing 
me. Did my husband know about it? Had 
he met my husband? What’s your name, 
mister? And, how often do you plan to be 
coming here? 

We laughed about it, but the man was 
embarrassed and wondered why there 
should be so many questions. 

“Are you having troubles in this build- 
ing?” he asked. 

“Tt looks like it, doesn’t it,” I agreed. 

When I spoke to the superintendent 
about it, he said it must have been “My 
doorman!” 

“Why is it any of their business who 
comes to see me?” I wanted to know. 


“I’m sorry, Mrs. Neil,” he said. “I'll 
see that it doesn’t happen again.” 
And again the situation eased. Our 


guests were no longer questioned. 


GOMETIME during our business opera- 
tion, the idea of producing perfume 
sticks arose. One of my salesmen, we'll call 
him Jack, had a fair amount of experience 
in the perfume business and Carl suggest- 
ed that we get together with him and may- 
be work out a good plan, even take him in 
as a partner. 

Jack would be telephoning soon anyway, 
so when we heard from him, I made an ap- 
pointment for him to come in that after- 
noon. 

I explained what we had in mind and, 
Carl having already told him about it, he 
had some good ideas. Carl was uptown and 
I didn’t expect him until a little later, so 
we talked about the business and the ex- 
pense of getting started in a mail-order 
campaign. Jack liked the idea. 

The doorbell interrupted our conversa- 
tion and I hurried to open it. 
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Two men pushed their way into the 
room. 

“You Mrs. Neil?” 

I stammered “Yes,” and backed away a 
little. They frightened me. “I don’t under- 
stand. What do you want?” 

One of the men pulled out a badge. 
“Don’t play coy. We know you're dealing 
in narcotics and engaging in prostitution 
on the side!” 

I was stunned. I could only stand and 
stare, my mouth open. I felt dizzy. 

“You're crazy,” I gasped. “You must be 
out of your mind! There must be some 
mistake. I don’t—” 

No. we’re not crazy, and there’s no mis- 
take,” the second man said. “We know 
plenty about you.” 

“But there isn’t anything to know!” I 
said, beginning to grow hysterical. 

The second man laughed. “We've had 
your wire tapped since August 2nd—we 
know all about you.” 

Without another word they proceeded to 
search the house. Every drawer was pulled 
cubby-hole searched. They 


out every 


searched the desk, pulled apart the beds, 
the cushions on the chairs, the bedclothes 
and searched in all the closets and cabinets 
in all the rooms. They even looked under 


the rugs. 

Jack was deathly white and as scared 
as I was. “Mrs. Neil,” he said, “please tell 
them I’m just a perfume salesman. Tell 
them I don’t know anything about your 
dealing in narcotics.” 

[ just stood there, numb with shock and 
horror. 

The apartment was turned upside down. 
Naturally, they didn’t find anything. One 
of the men then directed Jack into the 
bedroom and closed the door behind them. 
The other detective turned to me, keeping 
me in the living room. 

“Some perfume business you’re in,” he 
laughed sarcastically. “Who do you think 
you're kidding?” 

[ was either too frightened or too angry 
to speak. I just stood staring. He kept on 
making remarks about my business—both 
narcotics and prostitution—until the bed- 
room door opened and the other man told 
Jack to leave the apartment. The key 
turned in the door and Carl walked in. 

He stopped in his tracks as soon as he 
saw the two men in the apartment with 
me 

“What’s going on here?” he demanded. 
“T saw Jack downstairs and he acted 
scared. He said .. .” 

“You’re Carl Neil, aren’t you?” the 
bushy-haired man said. 

“That’s right.” 

“Well, we have a warrant for your ar- 
rest 

[ screamed and the tears streamed down 
my face. I began to shake. “Carl, what is 
it all about?” 

“Arrest for what?” Carl demanded. 

“For living off the proceeds of prostitu- 


Carl repeated the words in a whisper, 
as if he could not believe what he had just 
heard. 

“And we're arresting your wife for pros- 
titution. We found the ‘john’ in the apart- 
ment, and he didn’t look too clean.” 

“That was a perfume salesman,” I broke 
in. “Didn’t he tell you he worked for us? 
Didn’t he tell you he was one of our white 
salesmen?” 

The lean man laughed. “They’ve all got 
a story, lady.” He took me by the arm. 
“Let’s go.” 

“Come on,” the bushy-haired one said. 
“Let’s get down to headquarters.” 

During the walk to that police car, I 
think I must have relived my whole life. I 
even thought of Gerry—the first time in 
months—and wondered if he’d see it in the 
papers. Papers? The thought of publicity 
made me die a thousand deaths in a few 
seconds. 

“Don’t cry, honey,” Carl kept saying. 
“Don’t cry. We'll be back home right 
away. Everything will be all right. We have 
nothing to be afraid of.” 

“But why, Carl? Why have they ar- 
rested us?” 

“IT don’t know,” Carl assured me, “but 
there’s nothing to do right now. We’ll have 
to wait and find out what’s behind all 
this.” 

They took us to the station. Carl was 
permitted to telephone a lawyer immedi- 
ately and he assured me, as soon as he 
came back from making the call, that our 
lawyer would have us out on bail by the 
next day. 

A night in jail, 1 thought? It made me 
shudder. Things like this didn’t happen in 
America! 

“Okay, Neil. Say goodbye to Blondie. 
The van’ll be ready in five minutes,” a 
policeman said. 

“Carl,” I sobbed. “This is terrible. Do 
they have to separate us?” 

He lifted my chin with his hand. “Be a 
good girl, Elaine, and don’t be afraid. I'll 
see you tomorrow. Everything will be all 
right.” 

I sat alone for nearly an hour, then a 
policeman came over. “Come on, Blondie. 
We're going for a little ride.” 

By now, the “Blondie” was beginning to 
anger me. I snapped at him, “My name is 
Mrs. Neil!” 

He took me to a police van and pulled 
the door closed behind us. He sat opposite 
me. a knowing grin on his face. 

We had scarcely moved a_ block, I 
shouldn’t think, before he started talking 
to me. He leaned over, his hands crossed 
over his knees, and said, “You like your 
men kinda dark, don’t you?” 

“Please don’t talk to me,” I said. 

“What’s wrong? Don’t you even talk to 
white men?” 

“Tf you can’t talk decently, I’'d rather 
not have to listen to you.” 

“It bugs me,” he went on, “how you 
could sleep with a colored guy. Why, they 
even smell different.” 

I closed my eyes and tried to shut the 


world away. My eyes were swollen from 
tears. I wanted to die. 


MORNING eventually came. They took 
me from the room, down the stairs 
and into the courtroom. 

The judge granted our request for five 
hundred dollars bail and our lawyer, 
whispered that Carl would be out early 
that afternoon and that he would make the 
arrangements to get me out by evening. 

The matron came in at eleven o’clock 
and told me to follow her, that bail had 
arrived. Carl was waiting downstairs. 

“Tt’s so horrible Carl,” I started to cry 
again, tired and hungry, worn out with the 
events of the day and with telling him all 
about it. 

“Tt’s all over but the shouting,” Carl 
said. “Relax now. We're together again. 
That’s all that really matters.” 

“Ts it really all over, Carl?” 

He patted me comfortingly. “There'll 
be a trial, but we don’t have to worry 
about that. They can’t convict you in this 
country for something you haven’t done.” 

Carl told me something of his experi- 
ences, and it hadn’t been pleasant; how- 
ever, he had not been mistreated and he 
had gone to friends for the bail, the banks 
being closed by the time he was freed. 

Our apartment house never looked so 
good. Each little pleasure was magnified a 
thousandfold. As we climbed out of the 
car, I could scarcely wait to get up to my 
bath, my kitchen, my bed. 

“Looks good, doesn’t it?” Carl said, 
grinning. 

“Tt looks wonderful.” 


THE WEEK END before my trial I was 

confident and relaxed, embarrassed that 
I should have been subjected to the accu- 
sations of prostitution, but without fear for 
the future. 

But the night before my trial I began to 
weaken, to question, worry, and doubt. I 
became afraid. 

“But what if somebody says something 
that isn’t true and the judge believes it?” 
I asked Carl. 

“He wouldn’t believe it for long,” Carl 
comforted me. “Truth is a mighty powerful 
force. It will eventually come through any 
darkness, bright and strong.” 

“But supposing it doesn’t come through 
this darkness?” 

“Tt has to,” Carl asserted. 

We laughed at ourselves and it helped. 

Still, it was a sleepless night. 

Our lawyer confirmed Carl’s views once 
more when we met outside the courtroom. 
“Don’t worry, Mrs. Neil. Your case has to 
be dismissed. -They don’t have a case 
against you.” 

“Then why is there a case at all?” It 
was the question which kept running 
through my mind. 

“We all know the why,” our lawyer said. 
“The details, perhaps not; but you’ve at- 
tracted too much attention and you've 
stepped on too many toes by just being 
what you are.” 








out, | 
based 
any ¢ 
maint 
that | 
based 
that | 
no or 
too, € 
every! 
hand. 
sation 
word 
any p' 

“Ar 
tioned 
the te 
of the 


tificati 
made.” 

Ther 
not Mr 
‘Jack’ 1 


them ?’ 


salesme 
The 
then sa 
have.” 
5 
definite 
“No. 
“That 
The | 
stand n 
assistan 
thing h 
other th 
My a 
“Your | 
case be 
state ha 
dence a; 


The j 


_— ae 


— 


oa ow 


— Oo FP OG 








“And being my wife,” Carl said. 

My case was called shortly, and the 
moment I had feared arrived. The first 
man to testify was the bushy-haired man 
who had arrested me. 

He testified, first, as to what he had 
heard over my telephone. It was brought 
out, adroitly, that his testimony was not 
based on recordings. He had not recorded 
any of my telephone conversations but he 
maintained that he had taken notes and 
that the testimony he was presenting was 
based on those notes. It was further proved 
that he did not take short-hand, and that 
no one listening (the lean one was there 
too, evidently) took short-hand; therefore, 
everything had been taken down in long 
hand. The truth of the telephone conver- 
sations, then, became a matter of their 
word against mine and against the word of 
any persons to whom I talked. 

“Are you positive,” our lawyer ques- 
tioned him, “that the voice you heard over 
the telephone was the same voice, the voice 
of the defendant?” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“Did you ever speak to the defendant 
over the telephone wherein she identified 
herself?” 

“No.” 

“Then how can you be absolutely cer- 
tain, putting aside the words you say you 
heard, that the voice was that of the de- 
fendant?” 

“When I entered her apartment on Au- 
gust 17th I heard her speak. I knew it 
was the same voice.” 

Our lawyer then spoke to the judge. 
“Your honor, if I may at this time, I would 
like to put in the records that proper iden- 
tification of the defendant’s voice was not 
made.” 

Then he continued the questioning. “Did 
not Mrs. Neil, the defendant, tell you that 
‘Jack’ was a perfume salesman working for 
them?” 

“No. I do not recall that she did.” 

“That’s not true,” I whispered to our 
lawyer. “I told him and Jack asked me, at 
the time, to explain to them.” 

Our lawyer nodded to me and then asked 
the witness, “Under oath, you say that 
Mrs. Neil definitely did not tell you that 
‘Jack’... was in her employ as a perfume 
salesman ?” 

The bushy-haired detective 
then said, “I don’t remember. She might 
have.” 

“In other words, you cannot make a 
definite statement?” 

“No. I cannot.” 

“That will be all.” 

The salesman, Jack, was called to the 
stand next, and despite prodding by the 
assistant district attorney, denied that any- 
thing had taken place in my apartment 
other than a business discussion. 

My attorney then said to the judge: 
“Your honor, I make a motion that this 
case be dismissed on the grounds that the 
state has failed to produce sufficient evi- 
dence against the defendant, Elaine Neil.” 

The judge looked at me, thought just a 


squirmed, 


moment, then said, without hesitation, 
“Motion granted. Case dismissed.” 

My heart was beating faster than ever, 
and I could hardly hold back the tears. It 
was all so quick, so simple, so easy, and 
yet I had worried myself sick over it. Why 
had it happened? If they didn’t have a 
case, why were they allowed to bring it in 
the first place? 

“Thank you, your honor,” I told the 
judge. “Thank you, very much indeed.” 

We left the courtroom as quickly as pos- 
sible. Carl wanted to call his mother right 
away. She had been sick with worry and 
fear, much as I had finally been, and Carl 
promised to call her as soon as a decision 
came through. 

I waited while Carl went to a telephone 


booth. He had no more than left my side 
when the bushy-haired man and his lean 
partner walked out of the courtroom. 
“Well,” said the first one, “you got away 
with it this time.” He sneered. “But don’t 
worry. We'll get you again.” 
“What?” It made no sense. 
know what he was talking about. 
“We got ways,” the other said. “We got 
ways of getting anyone we want.” 
They walked away, laughing. 


I didn’t 


HE APARTMENT looked celd and un- 
hospitable. The whole place reminded 
me of that fateful August 17th. Every time 
I opened a door, I expected to find a bushy- 
haired detective waiting to arrest me. J 
never turned around but what I could see, 
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in my mind’s eyes, the “lean one” gawk- 
ing at me, My home, the place we’d longed 
so to get and which had been the object 
of such a leng and tiresome search, sud- 
denly became a haunted place, with ghosts 
of its past in every closet. 

We were only too happy, then, to sublet 
the place. It meant back to the hotel, but 
even that small, crowded room sounded 
good to me now. It wasn’t a home, but it 
spelled security of a sort. 


\Y E HAD a preliminary conference 

with our lawyer on the Wednesday 
before the scheduled hearing. It was a 
chilly day and I wished I had my fur coat, 
but the warmth that had come from our 
meeting with the lawyer helped. He was 
still sure of the outcome. 

Carl and I talked things over on the 
way back to the hotel. We vowed to try 
ind forget it had ever happened. We even 
talked about moving to another state, leav- 
ing everything behind us. 

We pulled up in front of the Hotel 
Theresa—and my blood ran cold. 

My old friends were standing in front 
of the hotel, bushy-hair and his lean part- 
ner 

One of them sauntered up to me. “Well, 
good morning, Mrs. Neil. Remember 
me? 

“What do you want now?” 

“The assistant district attorney wants 
to see you.” 

“What?” I said, trembling. 

“We've got a warrant.” 

“On what grounds?” Carl demanded. 

“Vagrancy!” he snapped. 

“Oh, Carl,” I cried, “What is this all 
about?” 

“T wish I knew, Elaine. I wish I knew.” 

“I’m married,” I protested to the de- 
tectives. “I’m not a vagrant. It’s the most 
ridiculous thing I ever heard of. You 
know it’s not true!” 

“Don’t tell me your troubles,” he 
snapped. “Come on, let’s move.” He took 
my arm. “Tell your story to the assistant 
district attorney.” 

“You've got to go, Elaine,” Carl said 
“T’ll get our lawyer and come 
right down to the office.” 

Driving through traffic, one of the de- 
tectives said, “See, Elaine? We told you 
wed get you, and we did!” 

“Why don’t you leave me alone? I 
haven’t done anything and you know it!” 

They were silent. 

“My case was dismissed, and you know 


quietly 


we've money in the bank, and a car. You 
can’t possibly hold me for vagrancy. Why 
won't you leave me alone?” 


Bushy-hair grinned. “Tell it to the dis- 
trict attorney.” 
“What does he want to see me about?” 


“TI don’t know,” one of them said. “We 
got orders to pick you up, that’s all.” 

The, then assistant district attorney, 
was handling the state’s case against my 


husband. I did not know why he wanted 
to see me, but I was soon to find out. 
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“So you’re the fabulous Elaine Neil,” 
he said, staring at me from across his 
desk. 

“I’m Mrs. Carl Neil. I don’t know what 
you mean by fabulous.” 

“Sure you’re fabulous. Don’t ever un- 
der-estimate yourself.” 

One of the detectives came into the 
room and told us that my husband and 
our lawyer had just arrived. 

“I'd like to see my lawyer,” I said. 

“You can’t see anyone,” he said. “You 
can’t see anyone until I get through with 
you.” 

“But I think I’m entitled to see my law- 
yer. I think it’s my constitutional right to 
be allowed to see him.” 

“Tll let you know when you can see 
your lawyer.” 

“What do you want with me.” I asked. 

“Carl’s trial comes up on Monday, and 
I want a conviction. I know he’s your 
pimp and I want a signed confession from 
you.” 

I have never been so angry. “You’re 
crazy,” I shouted. “Carl’s not a pimp!” 

“Oh, stop it, little girl. We know you’re 
a whore, and we know you’ve been sup- 
porting him for the last two years.” 

“Tt’s not true! It’s not true! You know it 
isn’t, And don’t you dare call me a 
whore!” 

He laughed. “What are you doing up in 
Harlem with all those colored people, any- 
how?” 

“That’s my business, and I happen to 
be married to one of them. That’s my 
personal life, and I can do with it as I 
wish.” 

“You're not really married to that black 
bastard, are you?” 

I could not believe my ears. Was this 
a minister of justice? Was this the assist- 
ant district attorney of the city talking 
to me! 

“Tm going to get every nigger that’s 
with a white woman,” he continued. 

“You’re going to do what?” I asked, 
incredulously. 

“You heard me. And I’m going to start 
with your so-called husband.” 

“You know, Elaine,” he went on, 
“you’re taking this entire matter too 
lightly. I don’t think you realize the seri- 
ousness of this situation. We have plenty 
on you. We have enough telephone con- 
versations from August 2 to August 17 to 
convict you.” 

“Then why was my case dismissed?” 

“You were lucky once, but it won’t hap- 
pen again.” 

“T think it will, sir, and I don’t care if 
you have telephone conversations from the 
time I was born!” I was getting angry 
enough now to hit back. “You are for- 
getting the most important point. I’m in- 
nocent.” 

“Sure, sure, sure. You’re innocent and 
so’s your husband.” Then he changed his 
tone. “You must take us for damned 
fools!” 

I did not answer. I felt that he had 


expressed himself quite well, for that is 
precisely how I felt about them now. 


THE QUESTIONING went on and on, 
and the detective reported that my 
lawyer had said he could not wait. 

“T could have let you see him now,” he 
said to me. “But we can be just as un- 
cooperative as you can.” 

“For all I know, you can even take my 
life away, and I’m beginning to believe 
you're capable of that,” I said. “You're 
not asking me to cooperate. You have no 
case against us and you know it! You 
want me to lie so that you can turn it 
against my husband. Well, you won’t suc- 
ceed. I love my husband and I won’t lie 
or do anything that will hurt him!” 

“Such devotion!” he sneered. “It’s very 
touching. Ill bet he’s riding around with 
another fool like you right now, not giving 
you a second thought!” 

I laughed at him. 

Finally, at six-thirty, he instructed the 
detectives to take me to dinner, then bring 
me right back. Still I had not been per- 
mitted to call, or see anyone, and still 
they kept questioning me and trying to 
get me to sign a confession that would 
incriminate Carl. I still refused. 

My two friends steered me to a neigh- 
borhood restaurant and sat eating hearty 
meals. I could only stomach a cup of tea, 
and couldn’t drink all of that. 

Back in the office, faced again by the 
assistant district attorney, the next line of 
questioning surprised me still more. 

“Do you know Milton Gross?” he 
asked. 

The name was vaguely familiar but I 
couldn’t recall who it was. 

“ll bet the name sounds familiar. He’s 
one of your ‘john’s’.” 

“One of my... !” 

“We had him in the office yesterday and 
he was very cooperative. He’s willing to 
testify under oath that he gave you twenty- 
five dollars for an act of prostitution.” 

“That’s ridiculous!” I shouted. “It isn’t 
true! I’m not and never have been and 
never will be a prostitute. I come from a 
good family!” I couldn’t hold back the 
tears any longer and my spirit evaporated. 

“Take my advice.” the assistant district 
attorney told me. “When this whole thing’s 
over, leave Harlem and go back to your 
family. Carl’s going where you can’t see 
him for a long, long time. It'll give you a 
chance to adjust yourself. Don’t you see, 
Elaine? We’re just trying to be helpful 
and afford you a new start in life.” 

A new start in life? I didn’t want a new 
start. I had not harmed anybody. I just 
wanted to live my life as I wished. 

A woman police guard came in later, 
and I was left in the office all night. I was 
too tired to sleep; too frightened to cry; 
too hurt to complain, and terribly lonely. 

The woman searched me thoroughly be- 
fore going to the other side of the room to 
sit out the night, and she went over me very 
personally, and searched my purse. She 
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removed a few things, but I paid scant at- 
tention. I didn’t know what was in the 
purse—how much money or what cos- 
metics—but it was of little consequence. 


S EARLY as possible the following 
A morning, my two omnipresent detec- 
tives arrived to take me to be booked on 
prostitution again! 

After the charge was filed, I was taken 
downstairs and off to the courtroom. 

It was on again. The mechanics of the 
booking and setting bail and a date for my 
case were gone through, and I barely heard 
the words. 

Bail was set, paid, and my case sched- 
uled. 

It was set for Monday, February 14th, 
the same date as my husband’s trial. 

This time, I left the court with Carl. 

It was the longest weekend of my life. 
By Monday morning, we were almost eager 
to get to the court. I went to the women’s 
court; Carl went to special sessions. 

Because he did not feel he had had time 
to be wel¥ acquainted with my situation, 
my new lawyer requested a postponement, 
and it was readily granted. I left women’s 
court and hurried upstairs to see what was 
happening to my husband. 

One of my friends, bushy-hair, met me 
outside as soon as I got out of the court- 
room. He handed me a green slip, then 
grinned. “This is a subpoena for you to 
go upstairs. Go up to special sessions. 
You’re wanted to testify in Carl’s case.” 

My lawyer whispered something in my 
ear. Then the detective took me to the wit- 
ness room on the fifth floor and as I 
waited, the assistant district attorney 
walked in. 

“Good morning, Elaine. How do you 
feel?” 

“I’m feeling very well, thank you.” 

He sat down beside me. “Are you going 
to be cooperative and testify against Carl?” 

“He is my lawfully wedded husband, sir, 
and I cannot testify against’ him even if I 
wished to, which I don’t.” 

“You’re too much of a wise guy,” he 
said, jumping up. “I’m gonna subpoena 
you before a Grand Jury.” 

He left the room, but, true to his word, 
the subpoena for the Grand Jury arrived 
within ten minutes; it was for the day be- 
fore my hearing in Women’s Court. 

Carl’s case was again postponed, until 


the 28th of March! 


ARL AND [I had spent a restless night. 


4 Sleep was elusive and I was still rather 
groggy when abrupt knocks sounded on 
our door at ten o’clock one morning. 

Three big men pushed into the room as 
soon as Carl opened the door. The spokes- 
man, a large, blond man who looked like 
a battered, retired heavyweight boxer, an- 
nounced that they were narcotics agents 
and then produced a search warrant—in 
my name! 

I watched them, numb, while they lit- 
erally tore the room apart. They searched 
every nook and cranny, every pocket of 


every garment in the room. They even dis- 
assembled the television set and pried in- 
to the remotest corners, looking, naturally, 
for narcotics. 

Carl stood it 
“What’s this all 
manded. 

The heavyweight walked to him rather 
menacingly. “Listen buddy, are you try- 
ing to interfere with a legal arrest?” 

“l’m not trying to interfere with any- 
thing,” Carl protested. “Just tell me what 
this is all about.” 

“Your wife was in the assistant D. A.’s 
office all night one night last week, wasn’t 
she?” 

Carl acknowledged that I had been. 

“A policewoman searched her bag while 
she was there and found a sleeping pill. 
We had the pill analyzed and we learned 
that it was a barbiturate.” 

“And you are arresting me for that?” I 
cried. I tried to explain the situation, re- 
membering when the policewoman had 
questioned me about it. “Of course it was 
a barbiturate,” I said. “I told the police- 
woman it was a sleeping pill and I showed 
her the bottle. Why, I even told her the 
doctor’s name and the name of the phar- 
macy, right here in the hotel where the 
prescription was filled!” 

“Tl take you down to the pharmacy 
right now and you can see the prescription. 
You can call the doctor and talk to him, 
too.” 

“Let’s go, then,” the heavyweight detec- 


as long as he could. 
about now?” he de- 


tive said. “I'll take you down to the drug 
store and let’s get the prescription, but Ill 
still have to arrest your wife for illegal 
possession of barbiturate.” 

I was too stunned to think. Illegal bar- 
biturate? Another arrest. I was out on bail 
at the moment, with a hearing coming up 
on my second prostitution charge. I sat 
on the bed and repeated slowly, “But it’s 
not illegal to have that sleeping pill. I 
have a prescription. It’s not illegal...” 

The detectives ordered me to come along 
with them. “Tell your story to the judge,” 
the heavyweight said. 

As we drove, the third detective who had 
not spoken until now, leaned over and 
asked, “Are these colored better 
lovers than white men?” 

I felt sick and bitter. “Have you been 
having complaints lately?” 

“Don’t try and be funny with me,” he 
snapped. 

“Then don’t you ask funny questions.” 

“T just wanted to know what these bucks 
have that we don’t have? What is it?” 

I refused to speak to him, and he finally 
stopped his questions. 

Once in court, my hearing was scheduled 
on the narcotics charge. 


guys 


N Y CASE for Friday was in session. 

The bushy-haired detective was 
called to the stand and he testified at great 
length about our telephone conversations 
that he claimed to have overheard. 
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conversations reported were fantas- 
brications, obscene and utterly untrue. 
g the entire testimony, the detective 
t look at me once. 

next witness, “the state’s case” was 
n Gross. I studied him as he raised his 
t hand and took the oath, and I knew 
had seen the man somewhere, but I 
yuld not recall where we might have 
under what circumstances. The 
hing I was sure of was that we had 
under the circumstances which 

tate was going to try to show. 
assistant D. A. started the questions. 


What is your occupation?” 


tomobile salesman.” 
was it! I remembered! I whis- 
my lawyer and told him that I at 
ew who Milton Gross was. He was 
the salesmen we had seen last fall, 
rading our car. He had given us an 
on a new car and a trade allow- 
1 our old one. He had, indeed, tele- 

ed to give me the figures. 

ssistant D. A. continued: “Did you 
exual intercourse with the defendant 

igust the ninth, 1954?” 
fuse to answer on the grounds it 

ncriminate me.” 
assistant D. A. asked many more 
but Mr. Gross refused to answer 

He evoked the Fifth Amend- 

every instance. 

did not choose to cross- 
Mr. Gross, but instead called me 
itness stand. I denied all charges, 

peated the assistant D. A.’s threat 
ill Negroes married to whites in 
rhe state did not cross-examine 
[ left the stand. 
lawyer spoke clearly and forcefully. 
a motion to dismiss this case on 
unds that the State has failed to 
ufficient evidence against the de- 
Elaine Neil.” 
Your Honor,” the assistant D. A. 
[ ask that Elaine Neil be convicted 
ing and for using the telephone 
purposes of prostitution.” 
are asking me to convict this girl 
t the detective said he heard on the 
* the judge said. “I am afraid 
forgetting your law and allowing 
feelings to enter this case. On 
lence presented before me, I find 
endant, Elaine Neil, not guilty as 
Case dismissed.” 
left without a case against Carl, 
ant district attorney stalked out 
rtroom infuriated. 
1 our room at last, life seemed 
brighter, better, full of hopes 
case dismissed, there was no 
nst Carl. The narcotics charge, 
ould not be proved, for the sleep- 
\| had been prescribed and purchased 
und in a most ordinary way. That 
would have to be dismissed. The 
for the first time in weeks—actu- 


t them. 


lawyer 


looked bright. 


“Justice and truth do prevail, don’t they, 
Carl?” 

He was as happy as I had seen him for 
weeks. He took me in his arms and, also 
for the first time in weeks, loved me as I 
wanted to be loved. This was the man I 
married. This was the love that had sup- 
ported us through it all and would con- 
tinue to support us. 

This was that love that we had suffered 
so much for, for so long. 


UR LAWYERS both felt the time had 

come for strong action. “We honestly 
believe that your arrest on August 17th 
was unconstitutional,” our lawyers insist- 
ed, “and we want to take the case to the 
Supreme Court.” They had prepared the 
necessary papers and asked us to sign 
them. “If you’ll sign, we can submit an ap- 
plication to the State Supreme Court for 
a hearing.” 

We were afraid. I did not want to be 
involved in anything further. I had an- 
other hearing coming up and Carl’s case 
was still to be heard, though we were con- 
vinced of dismissals in both instances. 
Still, our attorneys felt that we had been 
falsely accused and falsely arrested. 

“You’ve got to think of others. Don’t 
just think of yourselves,” they argued. “If 
it becomes legal to tap telephones in this 
country, and used as evidence against any- 
one for whom there is a petty grudge, 
where will it lead? We honestly believe 
it is your duty to permit this application 
to go to the State Supreme Court.” 

With the introduction of the papers into 
the Supreme Court, reporters and photog- 
raphers converged again. 


S PUBLICITY mounted and tensions 
+* increased, the case slated to go before 
the Supreme Court became widely dis- 
cussed as a test case, and we were hardly 
surprised to hear of a telephone call from 
the assistant district attorney to our law- 
yer suggesting a compromise. If we dis- 
continued action in the Supreme Court, 
withdrew our charges of illegal use of wire- 
tapping and the impending possible in- 
junction against the police department, 
the state would drop the case against Carl. 
For that, I would do anything. 

We agreed. 

The nightmare was almost over. 

April came, and my narcotics charges 
were dismissed. 

It was over. The nightmare had van- 
ished. 


THE EXCITEMENT and drama which 

had beset our lives for long and weary 
months began slowly to subside, to slip 
away like a leisurely tide easing its waters 
back to the mother sea. 

And the future stretched before us like 
some great modern highway, where the 
road is straight and long and inviting. 

Now I could relax, throw myself across 
the bed and do some real soul searching. 
I could ponder the questions which, slowly, 


during the days and weeks as the hub-buh 
had quieted, were pestering me. 

What is a marriage? I kept asking my- 
self. What is MY marriage? 

Most especially did I ponder some of 
my earlier thoughts concerning the chil- 
dren of interracial marriages. I had al- 
ways considered such a marriage perfectly 
proper and “right,” for the two human be- 
ings involved were adults, thinking people, 
capable of knowing the pressures that 
might be brought to bear upon them. But 
what of a child? The innocence of the 
newborn is not a thing to be taken lightly, 
and I had always maintained that it was 
unfair to bring a child into the world with 
a ready-made problem on its hands. 

Now, from the vantage point of experi- 
ence and certainly more maturity—for who 
could suffer as we’d suffered and, if they 
do not retreat into a hatred of mankind, 
which we certainly had not, fail to come’ 
through a wiser, more mature person? 

Surely the natural result of any mar- 
riage, the complete consummation of the 
union, is the perfect mating which brings — 
forth the flesh and blood proof of the ¥ 
melding, the “wedding” the marriage! 
And, therefore, was a marriage without 
children a true marriage? 4 

I had not spoken to Carl of these inner 
thoughts, the questions which had been 
prying at my soul for weeks. I knew only 
that there was, despite our real love, an / 
area of our lives which seemed to remain 
empty. unfulfilled. And slowly, as time 
healed our wounds and helped erase the — 
awful memories of our indignities and suf- | 
ferings, my ideas changed. 

When I tried to express my thoughts and 
to present my altered viewpoint to Carl, — 
he was, suffice it to say, as happy as a man 
can be, and the perfect husband. 

On May 26, 1956, I gave birth in At- 
lantic City Hospital, to a six-pound, four- — 
ounce girl, and we named her Jill Claud- 
ette. She has blue eyes and curly brown 
hair. 

When Jill and I go out alone, many white © 
people ask, “Have you just brought her 
from Florida? She has a gorgeous tan!” 

Yes, Jill is perpetually tanned, and has 
a beautiful skin. She is—and I don’t think 
this is just motherly pride—a beautiful 
little girl. 

Not the least rainbow in our lives today 
is the fact that my parents are now on 
excellent terms with me, and with us. 

Now, I have found a peace and content- 
ment which, as I look back upon our har- 
rowing early life together, I almost dared 
not think could exist for us. But it does. 
And I am often reminded of that day, just 
after our final legal problems had been 
straightened out, when Carl’s mother re- 
minded us of our marriage vow—“Whom 
God Hath Joined .. .” 

Now, I am tempted to believe that the 
oft-repeated expression might well be 
slightly altered: “Whom God hath really 
joined together, no man CAN put asun- 
der!” THE END 








